ASCENT OF THE ROTHHORN 











THE 


PLAYGROUND OF EUROPE 


BY 


LESLIE STEPHEN 



VALLEY OF LAUTERBRUNNEM 


‘ We complain of the mountains as rubbisli, as not only disfiguring 
tbe face of the earth, but also to us useless and inconvenient; and 
yet, without these, neither rivers nor fountains nor the weather for 
producing and ripening fruits could regularly be produced.’ 

Abp. King On the Origin of Evil, 


NEW IMPBESSION 

LONGMANS, GEEEN, AND CO. 

39 PATEBNOSTEB BOW, LONDON 
NEW TOBK, BOMBAY, AND CALCUTTA 

1910 




BIBLIOaitATinCAL NOTB 


First printed, Qvo., Fehruanj 1871. 
Reprinted, croxon 8w., Sepfemher 189-1; reprinted 
January 

Reissued in ‘The Silver LimiAUY,’ January IH 91 I 
reprinted March 1901; November 1904; June 190? 
Jxme 1910. 





TO 


M. GABRIEL LOPPE 

Mr MAR Loppf., 

Twentij-one yearn ago we climhcd Mont Blam 
together to watch the nufinet from the nummiL Lean than 
a year ago we ohnereed the name gdienomerum from the foot 
of the mountain. The intervening yearn have 2 m)bably made 
Utdle difference in the sunnet. If they have made name 
difference in our pouwrn of reaching the bent paint of trime^ 
they have, I hope, diminhhed neither our admiration of 
nuoh npecMiden, nor out pleasure in each oiher^n companion^ 
ship. If, indeed, I have retained my love of the Alps, it 
has been in no small degree owing to you. Many walks in 
your company, some of which are described in this volumB, 
have confirmed both our friendship and our common worship 
of ihs rnoimtams, I wish, therefore, to connect your name 
with this new edition of my old attempt to net forth the 
delights of Atpme ramhling. No one understands the delights 
better than you, and no 07ie, I am sure, will be a more 
lenient critic of the work of an old frumd. 

Yours ever, 

mSME BTEPEEN. 



PBJiI?AOE 


TO 

THE FIEBT EDITION 


Tins voltimo irt a colldi-lioii, wilh cortaiii additiotiR 
and aUcratiioiiH, nf artiidnH wliic.h liavo apjicarnd in 
‘ Et‘aH«i’’H Ma.t'jizitU!,’ in the piihlicatioiiB of tlio 
Alpino (!luh, juid in Uic ‘ Cornliill Ma^iizinn.’ I call 
aUicntion to llu; altiiratioiiH and additioiiH, not lau-auHo 
I iniaf^iiK! tha.t any larf^o nunilHir of Alpine enthu- 
HiawtH liavo learnt iny writingH by lieart, or will rcHunt 
changcH aw 1 liavct HonudimoH rostiiited a fresh touch 
in one of Mr. Tennyson’s familin,r poems, bnt by way 
of making ono of those apologies which wo all know 
to bo useless, and whic.h yet have an ineixprossiblo 
attraction for a wriUs-. One does not make a bad 
I)ook good by giving notice of its faidts, nor ca,n one 
hope to soften the inexorable ferocity of critics. 
And yet I am posscsssod witli a nervous feeling, like 
that of a gentleman entering an ovoning party with a 
consciousness that his neckcloth is badly tied, and 
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endeavouring by an utterly futile coutortinn to jnit it 
right at the last moment. With ray eycH open t<i tho 
weakness of my conduct, I do what I have often con¬ 
demned in others, and make a stateiinuit which 1 
might more wisely leave to my eneraicf}. The cjihc, 
then, is this. I have endeavoured to rcunovo from 
these papers one glaring fault. Mont of thein wens 
originally written for a small and vcjry friendly 
audience; and whilst the pen was in my hand, { ha<t 
a vision before my eyes of a few corapanionH sitting 
at the door of some Swiss inn, smoking tho pipe of 
peace after a hard day’s walk, and talking what 
everybody talks, from archl)i8hoi)s to navvies; that 
is to say, what is ordinarily called ‘shop.’ I was 
simply prolonging pleasant chats about guides and 
snow-slopes and aretes, and ropes and crovasses, 
which had a strange interest at tho time, and were 
delightful even in the recollection. As sorao often- 
cited painter used to work at his pictures in a court 
dress by way of maintaining a diguifiod frarao of 
mind, I could hardly scribble my undignified narra¬ 
tives in anything but a rusty old shooting-coat, per¬ 
fumed with tobacco, and still marked by the repo 
that had often been fastened round it. It was per¬ 
haps excusable that there should intrude into uiy 
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pa[:(08 a certain quantity of nlang, and a large allow¬ 
ance of exc( 3 edingly bad jokcH. On prcBonting myself 
to a larger public, I have ondeavourod to perform the 
painful operation of Helf-mutilatiom Tlio slang, I 
would fain hope, has been ruthlessly excised; but the 
pain of diHinisKing a poor old joke, at which its author 
liiiB smiled with parental aiTection, and whi<di his 
friends ha,vc 3 condeHcemled to accept as more or loss 
bicetiouH, inilicts so criud a pang, that I fear somo 
intolerable H|H‘cinii;ns may remain. Moreover one 
C 4 Uuiot alter the tone of a narrative, though one may 
remove its most palpable hleuiisheH; and I fear that 
therc^ will \m in the following (diaptors a certain stis- 
picious flavour h,s of couversatiou not quite fitted fur 
polite Hoc.iety, which no use of literary disinfectantH 
has ([uile nunoved. If so, 1 must try to console 
myscjlf kit the blanu^ wliich I nhall incur. TIu^ bu(dc 
is otTered chiefly to those foUow-lunatics~if they 
will forgive llte expreHsion who love the Alps too 
well not tii pardon something to tlui liarmlcHs mono¬ 
maniac who shares their paHsion. And I would fain 
hope tliat with the indtamrum there will remain Home 
Bensci of the pli^asure witli whitdi those pagos were 
first writi(‘in The way to luako otluu’s fiasl is to hiol 
oitoself; and i will make, shall I call it a boast or a 
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confession?, which is perhaps less prutlont tlian 
the apology. I not only wrote these pageB with 
pleasure, but I have read thorn over again with sf.me 
touch of my original feeling. Even benevolent eriticH 
may ascribe that pleasure, not to any merit in the 
writing, but to the associatioiiH connceled with the 
narratives. Somehow, in reading, Ijondon fogs have 
rolled away, and I have caught giimpHcs of tlie in-er- 
glorious Alps; above the chinmey-pots ovan' the way 
I have seen the solemn cliffs of the vSelm^ckhorn and 
the Jungfrau. If my pages could Huimnon up the 
same visions to other people that tlicy have ritveuled 
to me, they would indeed be worth reading. As it is, 
they may perhaps suggest some faint Khadoww of 
those visions to fellow-labourers in the same fiehl. 

Lksuk BtKI'UKH. 


[In republishing these papers of a young gentleman, 
whom I shall regard with a certain iifforcst, I hav(j 
not felt myself at liberty to make any serious correc¬ 
tions. He would possibly have denied the force of 
some critical remarks which to me appear vory 
obvious; and I do not know that my judgment would 
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be superior to his. I have therefore left all faults 
of omission and cominission in the republished 
chapters. I have, however, suppressed two chapters, 
one upon the 'Eastern Carpathians,’ as irrelevant, 
and one upon ‘ Alpine Dangers,’ as obsolete. I have 
Hultstituted for them three papers, written at a rather 
later period: one upon the ‘ Col des Hirondellos,’ 
from the ‘ Alpine .Tournal; ’ and two, ‘ Sunset on 
Mont BIan(%’ and ' The Alps in Winter,’ from the 
‘ GornhiU Magn.zino.’ The last, I may observe, was 
written when visits to the Alps in winter were much 
less common than at present. 
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CHACTEE I 

‘THK OliP BOHOOIi 

A iimHifiT iNTKTiLiaMNT BwIkh guide once gaxed 
with mu upon thu droary uxpauHu of cliinmuy-potB 
through which the Houth-WuHtern Baihvay oBcapoB 
from thin dingy mutropoliH, Fancying that I rightly 
inturprukid Iuh IooIcb m Bymijtonuitic of the proverbial 
hoineBidmuBH of mountaineorB, I remarked with ait 
appropriate nigh, * That in not ho lino a view m we have 
seen together from the top of Mont ]hanc/ ‘ Ah, sir ! ’ 
wiiH hin luithutic reply, ^ it in far finer ! ’ This frank 
avowal net nm thinking. Were my most cheriehed 
lirejudicam folly, or wan my favourite guide a fooF? A 
tpiestion not to Int asked ! Yet very similar Bhoc.ks, as 
has often hueu remarked, await the Btudent of early 
Alpine titoriiture. 

Not long ago I took up a (pieer old Swiss guide-book, 
tire jiredeeoHsor of the long line of similar productiona 
which have eulminatitd in Murray, Baedc^kc*r, and Ball. 
It was originally publiHlmd in 171B, and for lialf a 
century or itKire werniiH to have been the familiar friend 
of the travellers who then visited the district of whkdi 
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it treats. It is called by the attnietivc title ef the 
‘ Delices de la Suisse; ’ hut the author is a lit tle startled 
at his own presuniption inuslii}^ Hoanihitiuus a iiiinie. 
Ho explains that it is merely adopted with a vitiw to 
a series of similar publications referriiij' to more un¬ 
equivocally delicious countries. In truth, he says, ‘ si 
I’on consid6re les Alpes du cote d(! leiir hauteur pro- 
digieuse, de leursneiges eternelh‘8, et d(! I'ineomuimlite 
et rudesse des chemins qu’on y trovivo, il n'y a pas 
beaucoup de delices a esperer.’ However, in spite of 
the horrors of eternal snow and prodigious hoight and 
steep paths, there are many nttraetions to he found in 
the towns; and the wisdom of hrovidi nee in forming 
mountains is justified by certain statinties as to the 
number of cattle supported on tins pasturngeH and the 
singular crystals to be found in the ro<-ks. This was 
indeed a favourite argument at a time when tlnf rloc- 
trine of the philosophic Pangloss was so generally 
popular. Everything must he for tins best in this best 
of all possible worlds, and soino final causi! must hti 
found even for the Alps. Another contemporary writer, 
after observing that it is dillieult to understaml why 
the Almighty should have raised these ‘ great (iseres- 
cences of the earth, which to outward appearaiici) 
indeed have neither use nor comeliness,’ diseoverH a 
similar solution of the enigma. Not only are the 
‘hideous rocks of the Cevennos, tlie Vosges, and tlm 
Alps ’ useful as sending down rivtws to the sea, hut 
they are an excellent preserve for fur-bearing aniniats. 
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Thus tli6 infidel who naturally regards such monstro- 
sitios as discreditable to the Architecfc of the universe 
is satisfactorily confuted; and by calculating the 
number of cheeses produced in Alpine dairies and the 
quantity of chamois leather and crystals which may 
be obtained in the mountain fastnesseB, we can pene¬ 
trate. the hidden purposes of the Creator in producing 
Btudi hideous excresccmces as tlie Jungfrau and Mont 
Blanc. It is true that this trial of faith is somewhat 
severe, and that the explanation seems occasionally 
rather to breuh <lown. The 'French translator of one 
of tlie early Bwiss trav(dhu’B has a very short and con¬ 
clusive aaiHWcr to the ingenious device by which his 
author proves tlie lUH^essity of the Alps, In spite of 
this pleading, ho says, it cannot he denied that 

Fraiuu', g(‘,ts on prc'tty well without everlasting snows, 
and that which is not wanted in Franco can certainly 
not 1)6 essential to the rest of the world. If this 
gcmtbuuan had lived in the days when the French 
frontier croHsed the sununit of Mont Blanc his views 
might have undtrgone a change, and his patriotism 
have no longer come into conflict with his piety. 
Berhaps, however, he was a disciple of Voltaire, and 
had a general disrespect for final causes. In all the 
ordinary books we find much the same explanation of 
the old difficulty. Fur-bearing animals and cheeses 
and crystals are the missiles with which the unlucky 
sceptic is overwhelmed, and the ways of I^rovidence 
satisfactorily vindicated to mankind. 
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Abandoning the discussion of such inscntlahhi 
tions as little suited for tlio temper of the tinuw, it is 
rather interesting to investigate the state of nutui hy 
which they were provoked. Why should the Alps he 
treated like the small-pox or as ‘ a Borgia (»r a Catiline ' 
—as shocking to our belief in a beneficent I'roviilence ? 
What were the feelings with which they were re¬ 
garded when theologians treated them as puzzling 
phenomena, only to be fully explained when we meh'f- 
stood the origin of evil ? That exphumlitm ahoiit the 
fur-bearing animals is so palpably inadequate as to 
indicate the grievous straits in which tlie unfortunate 
reasoner must have found himself confmed, Oliviouidy 
its inventor hated the mountains as a sea-.sick traveller 
hates the ocean, though he may feebly rmnind himself 
that it is a good place for the fish. Tho author, how¬ 
ever, of the ‘ D61ices de la Suisse’ finds one or two more 
intelligible consolations. At intervals he comes across 
a view which he admits to be pretty, almost, as it would 
seem, in spite of the mountains. There is, for exanqde, 
a ‘ fort joli aspect ’ from the terrace at Berms, and he 
admires the lovely coteaux of the Pays de Vaud as 
seen from the Lake of Geneva, though he has not a 
word for the glorious mountain parapet which f'mshjsep 
the opposite shores. In this, I may remark, lie coin¬ 
cides rather curiously with the higher autlmrity of 
Addison, who says, speaking of the terrace at Berne, 
‘There is the noblest summer prospect in the world from 
this walk, for you have a full view of a noble range of 
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mountains ttiat lie in the country of the Grisons, and 
are huriod in snow.’ The geography of this romarlc 
is singular, but the taste is uniinpcaehable. That 
Addison, lu)\v(5ver, cannot have boon a groat lover 
of snow mountains seerns to follow from his compari¬ 
son betwiion the lakes of (lonstanco and Genova. The 
Lake of Oonstmice, he says, ‘ appears more beautiful 
to tho eye, l)ut wa,ntH the fruitful fields and vineyards 
that border upon the other.’ Why, then, should it bo 
more beautiful to the eye ? Tho only obvious reason 
is that it is not bordered by tho wild ranges of Bavoy, 
which he must apparently have reckoned as a positive 
disadvantage to its rival. In a paper in the ‘ Tatler,’ 
tho snow mountains are treated by him with a painfid 
degree of disrespect which seems to countenance this 
conclusion. That tho natives have winter in August, 
and that there are seven wooden logs in one family, 
seetn to bo the only remarks wliich Addison brought 
back from tho ‘ top of the highest mountain in Bwitzer- 
land.' Tho Ijake of Geneva is almost a sacred place 
to the lover of mountain scenery: whether wo hail it 
as the first introduction to tho heanties of tho Alps or 
pay them our last farewell from its shores, it is egually 
incomparable; its lovely grouping of rock and hang¬ 
ing meadow and distant enow and rich lowland and 
breadth of deep blue water strikes one as a masterpiece 
in some great gallery of exquisite landscapes. We now 
look upon it, or ought to look upon it, as tinged with 
poetical associations from Boussoau and Byron—if 
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those respectable authors have not hiH-ome ton old- 
fashioned for the modern gonoratioJJ. I?ut itn own 
intrinsic merits are incomparable, and a tnnn w ho pn -- 
serves a stolid indifference in face of such a 
must be, one would think, of the eHstuitially jtachydcr- 
matous order. It was slow, however, in maluui; its 
way to public favour. Perhaps we may «s«‘iisc Miidiop 
Burnet for taking more interest in Ihts theology Ihan 
in the scenery of Geneva. lie seems to have ghuiccd 
at the mountains with considerable disgust. Ho looki tl 
at the Mont Maudit—as Mont Blanc was then ex¬ 
pressively named—and was assurtul by a (uTtain in¬ 
comparable mathematician that it was two miles in 
perpendicular height; and after meditafiug a fifth' 
upon tne subject, remarks that ‘ one will l«i aftorwurdH 
apt to imagine that these cannot bo the primary pro¬ 
ductions of the Author of Nature, but are the vast, 
ruins of the first world which the dolugo broke into 
80 many inequalities.’ Later writers gradually awoke 
to its charms. Gibbon admired, though from a safe 
distance, the noble mountains of Savoy, which looked 
down upon him on the moonlight night when In' put 
the last stroke to the ‘Decline and Fall,’ and Voltaire 
composed a few smart lines about 
COS monts souroilleux 

Qai pressent les enters et qui fendent Iwt oietiit. 

and declared that ‘ men lac est le premier,’ principally 
because it was the residence of the lofty goddeas La 
Liberty. But we should hardly look oitlier to Voltaire 
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or to Gibbon for any genuine ontluiHiasui in proHcnce 
of natural Bublimity. From IwouBBoau—the lirnt man, 
according to Mr, Carlyle (though the exproBsion is 
not strictly accurate), who said, Come, let us make 
a description—we might expect l)otter tilings; and 
better tilings arc not altogetlier wanting. Yet it is 
curious to find in one of St.-Freux’s set dcBcriptions 
just the same i)(Hni1iuadty which wo have noticed in 
Addison. Tlmt (mthushistic gentleiuaii doscrihes tho 
head of the Lake of (hmeva with his usual fluency. 
He points out to Julio the mouth of the Bhone and 
tlio * redans of tho mountains; ’ but his great point is 
tho comparison Ixdween the rich and charming banks of 
the Pays do Vand n.nd the barren heights of the Cha- 
Idais* Tlie moral is, of conrse, that freedom lias pro- 
duc<ul vineyards in one case and slavery left hare roeks 
in the otlu^r ; a.ud would stuun to imply tluit evtvu llous- 
Beau had not learnt our modern admiration for harnaii- 
nesB on its own account, lie admired the mountaiiis 
as tho harriers which k<‘pt luxury from corrupting 
tho simplicity of tha native', a.ndin some iiassages he 
expresses what may be iak(ui for substantially the 
modt^rn sympatliy with savage scenery ; but one still 
fools an un<*.omfortal)le suspicion tliat his love of rcxdis 
may boa particailar ca-se of his lovo of paradox. IIo 
admires thorn, wo may fancy, prcxdwsly been,use they 
aro hideous ; the mountains, like tho noble savages, are 
a standing protest against the sophisticated modern 
taste; they aro bare and wild and repulsivo, but at 
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any rate they have not taken to wearing w igMjuiti Mla vH 
and submitted to tlic eonventioniil tas’le of the e« iifiiiy. 
To love them is a proof of a Hingnlar indepemlene.' of 
character, which is adniirahle hceanne if. if« eecentrie. 
To this, however, I must presently reitirn. Mean¬ 
while, by way of extreme contrast to this point of vi« av, 
we may take the last of the Tories, to whom the alutso 

of luxury was meaniiigli'ss cant, and London ilu^ 
centre of all interest. Dr. Jtdinson speculates titter 
his fashion upon the love of mountain scenery, when 
Boswell has succeeded in lugging him into the wihlHof 
the Highlands. lie gets to a place kucIi as a ‘ writer 
of romance might have heen delighted to h ign,‘ hnl hn 
evidently regards it with supreme disgust. He thinks 
with fond regret of his ideal prospiict at (Sharing t 'ross, 
and has a dim conviction that he is rather a fool for 
suffering himself to be dragged at tins tail of a Mo«wcll 
into these regions of bog and heather. However, it 
will never do for a philosopher to admit timt ho 
has made a naistake, and accordingly ho proctiods to 
moralise in this fashion: ' It will readily occur,* ho 
says, ‘ that this uniformity of barrenness can afTord 
very little amusement to the traveller; that it ia easy 
to sit at home and conceive rocks, heaths, and water¬ 
falls, and that these journeys are usoloss laboura, whUdr 
neither impregnate the imaginatjon nor inform the 
understanding.’ That is obviously the gonuino John¬ 
sonese sentiment. Why was ho not sitting in the 
'Mitre ’ ‘ conceiving rocks and heaths and watorfalb' 
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enough to give additional zest to his comforts, instead 
of dragging his ponderous bulk into this ‘ uniformity of 
barrenness ’ ? Of course ho finds a reason sunicient to 
save his philosophical c,haractor. Such riigions, ho says, 
form a great part of the earth’s surface, and he that has 
never seen them must bo unacquainted with one of the 
great scenes of human existence. On another occa¬ 
sion his reilcctions have a siiuilar tinge. Ilo admits 
that ho has (miered the Highlands by choice, and has 
no serious cause, for alarm ; yottlio thoughts produced 
by the ‘ unknown and untravelled wilderness ’ verge 
upon the uncomhtrtahle. ‘ The phantoms which haunt 
the. d(>.Kert are want and misery and danger ; the 
evils of dereli(diion rush upon the thoughts; man is 
made, unwillingly acuiuainted with his own weakness ; 
and meditation shows him how little ho can sustain, 
how little ho can pesrform.’ 

1 may (piote a more curious specimen of this simplo- 
mindod ahliorrenco of mountainsfrom Johnson’s friend 
lli<'.hard8un. One of the characters in ‘ Sir Charles 
Crandison’ dciscribos a passage of the Mont Conis. 
Ilo doseribos tbo chniscs-a-jmrtcnr and the avalanches 
with groat interest; ho shudders at the wind calUal 
‘ the Tormonta,’ which blows the frozen snow into his 
face and wounds it as with sharp-pointed needles. 
But for the scenery ho has no words, except frank 
expressions of horror. Ilo contrasts Savoy, ‘ o(iually 
noted for its poverty and rocky mountains,’ with the 
smiling fields of France, and admits that ‘ his spirits 
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were great sufferers by the change.’ hen he arrives 
at Lans-le-bourg—a place which for three m<>nlh:i in 
the twelve scarcely sees the sun ho (ieclareH cniphati- 
cally, that ‘every object which here presenfs itself is 
excessively miserable,’ and indeed falls ho ill that, hut 
for the wonderful skill and kindness of tho iniiniialdf! 
Sir Charles, he could never have hieed the 1* i rihle 
passage to Italy. What would (ho liero of n modi rii 
novel say to such blasphemy of the ciiarnis of motin- 
tain scenery ? 

It would be difficult toimaginoahunmn being jne^re 
thoroughly out of his element than Dr. .lolmHon on a 
mountain; and Eichardson was not much he!ter iptali 
fied for the position. We may pardon them for r;\pr<t»H. 
ing frankly sentiments which a considerablo nnnihi r 
of modern tourists might probably discover at the 
bottom of their hearts. Iruletal, there is a g<Knl deal 
to be said for their opinions. Is there not stanelhing 
rather unnatural in tho modern entliUKiasm, or alTeeta- 
tion of enthusiasm, for ‘ uniformity of harremiess ' f 
Why should we not prefer tho regions which art) 
admirably fitted for human comfort to tlnwo in which 
life must be a continual struggle ? Goldsmith, writing 
from Leyden, speaks contemptuously of tho Hcottish 
scenery from which he had just departed. ‘ There,’ he 
says, ‘hills and rocks intercept every prospect; here 
it is all a continued plain,’ and very much tho bettor, 
as he seems to intimate, for the absence of those dis¬ 
agreeable excrescences. Macaulay, commenting UjHW 
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thig paHsage, suggestB a very Bimple explanation: 
comfort and security, he thinks, have more to do with 
our sense of beauty than ‘ people of romantic disposi- 
tione ^ are disposed to admit. A traveller will not l)o 
tlirown into ccBtasies by natural objects which threaten 
him with actual danger—' by the gloomy grandeur of 
a pasB where he finds a corpse which the marauders 
have just strippcul and mangU'.d, or by the screania of 
those (uigl(\B whose next meal may probably be on 
his own c^yoH ! ’ One is somedimos inclined to ask, Is 
not this beginning at the wrong end ? Undoubtedly 
the scream of an (»aglc nuist he singularly unpleasant 
wlum it acts as dinner-bell to a meal of which you are 
the de Thhimice; but why sliould it be pleasant 
luuha^ auy circumstances ? The problem sliould not 
be Btat(‘d, Why did Goldsmith, or Addison, or fTolni- 
Bon hate objects which made liim uncomfortable with 
HO good r(‘aH(m ? but Why do wo love them V At any 
rati?, the explanation seemB to be incomplete. Gold¬ 
smith could see Arthur’s Heat and the Pentlaud bills 
and the Firth of Forth 

WhoHO \ij)on itw boHoni ^loat 

Iiika <*nMu*aklH chaHod in gold - 

and all tho nciKldiourhood of themont pic,tureBquo city 
in Europ(s (I do not iiiHiHt upon tho accuracy of the 
oxproHHion) as easily and safely as tho weary flats 
that encircle Loyden. Why did ho not admires thorn ? 
To notice ono paralltd phonomonon, there has been a 
similar change in modern taste in regard to objects 
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where LordMacaulay’8thGoryi.sobvi<>iiHiyiiia|ij4i'’»!>I*\ 

Gothic architecture, the iutluence of which jh in triauy 
respects analogous to that of mountain Hcoticry, whh as 
accessible in the eighteenth century iw it is in tho 
present day. There was no more danger thi>n than 
now of the cathedral jackdaws dining off the eye.H of 
the spectator, or of any worse robbers than elderly 
vergers lying in wait for sightseers. Yet it is spoken 
of in language which reminds one forcibly of the 
criticism on mountains.' Thus, for esamide totjnotr' 
from a writer who has given us his views rm both 
topics—Bishop Berkeley was certainly a nmii of Ihtf 
taste and keen sensibility. Ho crossed Mont (lenis tni 
New Year’s Day 1714, and remarks, lirst, that ho was 
‘put out of humour by the most horrible precipices;' 
secondly, that his life often ‘ depended on a singlostt^p;' 
and thirdly, that his correspondent had much bettor 
take the comparatively safe and pleasant route to Italy 
by sea. In the ‘ Minute Philosopher,* again, ho hns 
occasion to propose a theory of befiuty. The Kaatorn 
nations and the Greeks, he tells us, ‘ naturally ran 
into the most becoming dresses, whilst our (iothic 
gentry have never yet had the luck to stumble on any¬ 
thing that was not absurd and ridiculous.’ Following 
out the argument, he speaks of the various graces of 
Greek buildings, in all of which, according to him, 
‘beauty ariseth from the appearance of use in tlio 
imitation of natural things . . . which m indeed the 
grand difference between Greek and Gothic arcliitec- 
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lure, tlie latter being fantaBtical and for the moat part 
foim(l(3cl neither in nattire or reason, necessity or use, 
the appearance of which accounts for all the beauty, 
grace, and ornament of tlie other.’ Thus Berkeley 
assumed as a primary axiom, needing no sort of proof, 
tliat Gothic architecture was naturally devoid of 
heauty, as indcKid Gothic is generally used in that age 
as synonymouH with harharous, or, in other words, as a 
term of ahuse, whether a])pli(‘d to mannerB or to build¬ 
ings. Not to dw<dl upon this, it is sufficient to remark 
at pr(‘.s(uit that a man who co\dd cite Westminster 
Abbey or Halisbury Oathedral as a specimen of simple 
tigliiu'SH might very well shudder at the Alps. The 
Hcjcoud party of totirists that ever visited Ohamouin 
(compared the Aiguilles to the spirim of a Gothic 
church, ami the comparison has become as hackneycal 
as other tourist commonplaces. The cathedral and the 
granite^ pt^aks have iud(‘ed many qualities in common; 
the grey walls have caught something of the solemn 
gloom of tlie mcmntaiu cliff, and tlie fantastic and 
almost groteHt|ue shapes of some of the rocky pinnaedes 
rival the daring visions of mcdiie val architoctB, Indeed, 
it is Bcarecdy poBsilila to describe the wildest mountain 
Hcenery witlunit the use of architectural metaphor; and 
one might vemture to predict from a man’s taste in 
human buildings wluTher he preferred the delicate 
grace of lowland scenery or the mom startling effects 
only to he seen in the heart of the mountains. It may 
fairly he inferred that men who lield the artistic crec3(i 
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of the eighteenth century were preventiHl fr<un iuving 
the sublime but irregular shapes of the Alps ity Kniin * 
thing more than the inconveniences or the dangiTs of 
travel. The mountains, like music, reipure not only 
the absence of disturbing causes, hut the prcsoiirt- ftf a 
delicate and cultivated taste. Early travellors iiiiitlit 
perceive the same objects with their outward wiise ; 
but they were affected os a thoroughly unnuisical 
person is affected by the notes of some {‘omplex har¬ 
mony, as a chaos of unmeaning houikIh. 

We require, therefore, to penetrate a little farther 
into the question. I have spoken hitherto of senti¬ 
ments which may be due simply to the material incon¬ 
veniences of the Alps. They were sw'.h aw a farmer 
or a political economist might utter from the purely 
utilitarian point of view. Mountains, it waa Haiti, 
showed a ‘uniformity of barrennessand palrittls 
replied by counting the number of cows thity cimltl 
feed. The mountains were simply species of tho great 
genus desert. An economist might uso tlmm to illus¬ 
trate the meaning of the ‘margin of cultivation,’ whioh 
creeps gradually up their flanks as rent rlstts in tho 
valleys. But the simple statemonts that haro rock ami 
everlasting snow are very much in the way of an en¬ 
lightened agriculturist, and highly incouvoiuont to 
roadmakers, with a few necessary ampUKcations, will 
pretty well sum up the reflections of tho old-fashionod 
guide-books. There were, however, even in thoso dark 
ages, some observers who could see in the Alps more 
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thaa inconvcvuicmt lumps of objc'ctionablo matter; men 
of Hcienco bad penetrated thcdr rceesscH, had liuntod 
for rare herbs upon their slopes, liad attempted to 
account for ghwdtu' motion, and had given, as they 
imagined, a perfectly satisfactory account of tlie origin 
of the mountains themselves. It is interesting to see 
what were the first impressions of those wliosurmounted 
their natural terror or disgiist, and gave some descrip¬ 
tions of the more striking phenomena which they 
observtHL A few notes from some of the earlier 
wrihu'H will help to illustratti their state of mind. 

In theM )eliceH de la Suisse'—to return for a moment 
to that (*.xcellent work -tliero is a pictiire wlucdi may 
cat(di the (sye of the hasty reader. It appears at first 
sight to re})rOHent a crocpiet-balL The two poles are 
dark, but a lighh^r^^cme runs round the eciuator, atid is 
marked by certain singular ligurcts sonudhing like the 
aBtranomi(»a.l sign of Pisces. And tlier(d>y hangs a 
tale and a very remarkable one. The object in (|ueB- 
tion was the chief ornament of a musenm at Lucerne, 
and for aught I know may still be visibles there to 
ent(a*prising travellers. One of the caarlior Bwiss tra- 
vellefs, Scheuch7.er by name, declares in a fine glow 
of enthusiasm that there is nothing like it ^ in regum, 
principum, privatorumquo muscus.' Bcheuchzer, who 
made several tours from 1702 to 1711, was a man of 
sonui real sciemtifie acqiur(utn‘ntH, especially as a bota¬ 
nist; be invented a theory of glacier motion, which at 
any rate opemed an interesting (pieslion; some of his 
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journals were published at the espennu f»f th,. Iluynl 
Bociety of London, and two of the qimint illuHira- 
tions are dedicated to Sir Isaac Newton. Ho n-preHonlH 
the intellectual stage at which a growing Heoptieisju 
has made a compromise with old-fashioned erj-dulity. 
His rule, and it is a very convenient one, is always to 
believe half of what he is told. For exaniple, he dues 
not believe that any chamois possess tlio qimlity of' itn* 
penetrabilitas,’ i.e. to musket-sliots; but thinks that 
some of them must have an abnornnil toughness of 
constitution, probably due to the be>ioars Honiotinies 
found in their intestines. In regard, however, to 
this marvellous stone, he throws aside his seeptieism 
in favour of unqualified faith. It is, in iuet, nothing 
less than a draconita or dragon-stone, and the rivriiy 
of such an object may be inferred from the numt ap¬ 
proved process of obtaining it. You must first cateh 
a dragon asleep, then scatter soporific hi'rbs about him 
(which, as Scheuchzer admits, has a fabulous sound), 
and then cut the stone out of his head, whitdi, howtiViir, 
will be spoilt if he wakes during the process. Considt-r- 
ing the extreme difficulty of securing all these eosidi- 
tions, it must be held as fortunate that in this instance 
the stone was dropped promiscuously by a flying 
dragon and picked up by a passing peasant. The 
authenticity of the stone is proved l)y several argu¬ 
ments : as, first, a dishonest man would never have 
invented so simple a story, but would rathen havt; pro¬ 
duced some marvellous tale about its coming from the 
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farthest Indies; secondly, there are various depositions 
of the finder and his family; and, thirdly, the stone 
not only cures simple Inmnorrhages (which it might 
have done if composed of simple jasper or marble) but 
dyBonterios and fevers, and a catalogue of more terrilile 
complaints tlum were ever relnwcid by Ifolloway’s Pills. 
Bcdumchzer then Vndngs forward a qiiantiiy of corro¬ 
borative evidence a,B to the exisienc<^ of dragons. There 
18, indeed, a strong h priori probability that in regions 
so wild and full of (’-avcis as the Illuetian Alps dragons 
must exist; l)ut tuoro direct t<‘stimouy is not wanting 
and generally conforms to one type. Borne *vir 
({iuda.m probus' (umu'.H home in the evening with a 
swimming in the luaid and a ma.rk(‘.d uncertainty about 
Uh 5 motions of his l(‘gH. 11 (‘ a.iiribut<‘H llumo unprece- 
dentcul phenomena to tlu^ in(luonc(‘. of tiui dragon wlio 
eucotinU'.red him in the forest. From his description 
an acHuiratt'. portrarit of the dragon is composecL The 
remarkable thing about those diagrams is the singular 
variety of type^ in tlu; genus dragon. There are scaly 
dragons and slimy dragons, dragons with wings and 
fe<di, two-legged and four-kg^ged dragons, and attinu^s 
dragons with neither wings nor legs, but with objection¬ 
able luiads and semi-huma-n faces of an expression at 
once humorous and inaligiauit. Bcheuchzer divides 
these dragtJUH by a scientilic clasBilkmtion, and iBpu2:- 
zled l)y tluj ciiumtion wln^tlier the cri^st is to be taken as 
a specilic distinction or is meredy characltn'istic of the 
male or (should we say 9 ) this cock dragon. At any rate 

0 
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‘satis superque constat’ that there arc tlra^onB wituh 
differ from serpents in seven respects; aniongst winch 
it may be mentioned that they brt-atho so hard as to 
draw in not merely air but the birds tlying above, thetu. 

Half a century before SeheuchKf-r, or about Uinc., 

the Alps were visited by the learned Jesuit Kircher, 
and it is rather amusing to eoinpan! their views. 
Kircher believes, as becomes his cloth and his period, 
in various stories which Sehouchzer smmnarily puts 
down amongst ‘ anilia deliraineiita.* On dragons ho 
is specially emphatic. A certain ‘clarisHtuius vir,’ 
Herr Schorer had seen with his own eyes a fiery 
dragon, which flew across the Lake of LutH-nu' from 
Mount Pilate, emitting spurks like an anvil, and indeeil 
strongly resembling a meteor to less experienced ob¬ 
servers. Nay, Kircher is bound by his respei’t for the 
Church—though not without a word or two of hiided 
suspicion—to believe in a legend whiidi is preserveil by 
a public notice in the church of Ht. laiodegariuH in 
Lucerne. It tells how a man passt'd Honu? months in 
a cave with two dragons, who worts either nalsirally 
amiable or were calmed by his energtstic apjseata Ls 
the Virgin, and finally escaped by holding on Its thtsir 
tails when they flew away after thedr period of hilasr- 
nation. Dragons, it is plain, still flapjaid thtsir 
gigantic wings across every retired gorgti and hamtUsd 
all the inaccessible eaves of the Alps; and if anyotso 
doubts it, he must reckon with Gosnerus, Cysattis and 
the learned Stumphius. Indeed, tlitsy Hemn to hav«» 
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bcu*ii alinoHt as (jornmon as Lmmnerfjoicr. Kirclier has 
still more marvellous anecdotes to relate. He was 
evidently a good mountaineer, and made the ascent of 
Pilatus, upon which Scheuchzer failed ^ partim propter 
corporis lasHitudinom, partim propter longinqiiitatem 
via) adhuc motienda);' causes which, though soldoin 
BO frankly acknowledged, have hindered a good many 
ascents before and since. Devils, pigmies, and cobolds 
still lingered like the relics of primteval poi)illations, 
alowly decaying bc^iore the advance of civilisation. On 
Pilate, Kirch(3r saw the lake to which the devil drags 
Pilate every Good Friday to inflict an annual punish¬ 
ment. He was diHappointed at finding it only a yard 
and a half in depth, but was gratified by discovering 
c(vrtain HUSpiciouH footsteps in the snow, which might 
or might not have been those of the diabolical visitant. 
On this, as on some ofclu'.r points, he leans towards a 
(lualifiiKl Hcepticism, and thinks that most of the rte/mm- 
culi of whicli ho Hpcuiks were duo to the credulity of 
the peasantry. Once, however, ho had a more startling 
adventure. Ho was climbing the Mens A rims in 
Unterwalden, in scnirch of a gold-bearing cave. As 
be approached this mouth, tluu'e issued from it a con¬ 
fused hubbub as of human voices, though no being of 
mortal fiesh and blood cunild have been within some 
milem. Poor KireJmr narrowly escaped being burled 
to t\u) bottom, Hisyphus,’ as he puts it, and we 
may fancy returmal to the nearest village with his 
a|)petit<3 for gold-lioaring caves consiihirably damped. 
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I will only add that, in regard to dragons, Kircher 
had an hypothesis to explain the variety in Htructnre 
upon which I have already remarked. The dragon, 
he thought, was the result of spontaneous generali«m. 
Eagles left the carcases of their pr(>y to decay in the 
neighbourhood of their eyries, and from thesi' savoury 
hotbeds of corruption there would naturiitly arise 
dragons partaking in various proportions of Iho pinm- 
liarities of the animals whose carcases happeiusl to ft>rni 
the delectable compost. 

The Alps, then, wore still haunted, oven in the days 
of Sir Isaac Newton, by portentous dragons. At a 
rather earlier period they had afforded shcdter to goblins 
and devils of still more portentous nature. These 
picturesque beings disappeared liefore the early dawn 
of science, much as the natives of Tasmania have dis¬ 
appeared before the English immigrants. It is only 
another stage in the proeoss desc-rilasl in Milton’s 
lines— 

From haunted spring and dakt 

Edged with poplar pale» 

The parting geniua is with sighing iiiil. 

The old gods of the woods and the stroaniB were 
degraded, as we know, into demons; and their last 
descendants seem to have been the wretched dmnmmili 
who lingered in Kirchor’s imagination. The dragons, 
as having a quasi-scientilic existence and having left at 
least one tangible token of theirproseneoin thoiuusinim 
at Lucerne, lingered yet a little longer; but they, with 
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much that was more beautiful, fled before the earliest 
approach of the tourist. Not the vostigo of a dragon is 
now to bo found, oven in those wildest regions of the 
Alps which, according to ScheucliKer, wore specially 
adapted for their generation, and which are now 
thronged and, as some think, dosccratod by the bath¬ 
ing guests at Bt. Moritz. Fairies and elves, and other 
symbols by which people once interpreted to themselves 
the awo and woiuhir produced by natural scenery, have 
died too thoroughly oven for pocticial purposes. How 
much will go with them'? and how far will the same 
process a,pplicd in other directions destroy the beauty 
and the ronuitico of our daily lives '? 

Old travellers saw a mountain and calhal it simply 
a hideous excrescence; but then they peopled it with 
monsters and demons; gnomes wriggled thro\igh its 
subterranean recesses; mysterious voices spoke in its 
avalanches; dragons winged their way across its 
gorges; the devil haled tlio ghosts of old sinners to its 
lakes to botormontcul; the wild lumtsman issued from 
its deep ravines ; and possibly some enchanted king sat 
waiting for better days in a mysterious hall beneath its 
rocks. Was not this merely expressing in another way 
tbo same sesnsoof awo which wo doscrilro by calling the 
mountain itself sublime and beautiful Tbo sontimont 
was projected into these external images, but in sub- 
stanco it may have been much the same ; and every 
legend which floats round those noble peaks shows as 
distinctly as the ravings of the modern enthusiast how 
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mucli they impress the imagination. Wlion ilw itia- 
chiaery, as old critics used to call it, has linaily 
decayed and dropped to pieces, the feelings to which its 
rise was due may still survive, and we may admire 
nature equally or possibly more when the heinge hy 
which we accounted to ourselves for oitr admiratiot. 
have ceased to exist even in fancy. 

At the period, however, of which 1 am speakiug, 
dragons and goblins were, so to speak, at the fag • n<i 
of their existence. They bad receivi'd notice to quit 
and were submitting without serious op[Kwition. l‘’<ir 
a short time there was a struggle ludwccu Hccjdii’ism 
and faith, which is rather odd to oliscrvc. Scnsihle 
men of course took a middle iiath and iidmittcil that 
many dragons were the fictions of crcduIoUH pcasiuits, 
and perhaps even a mythical way of descrihing water¬ 
falls (that is one of Scheuchzer’s suggcHtioiis), hut 
they would not fly to the ridiculous estrcimt of 
abandoning their dragons altogether. 'I’hey made a 
judicious compromise and tricsl to recimcile the con¬ 
clusions of faith and science. It is evidc>nt that 
some mental effort was necessary to belief. When it 
comes to classifying dragons and dividing them itito 
scientific species (‘dracones,’ says one trav«dbT in 
1680, ‘ in non alatos et alatos dividemus, illosquc in 
apodes et pedatos subdividemus ’) wo feel that their 
days are doomed; and it is at this period when the obi 
romance is finally slain and science has not as yet 
created a new interest for itself that the mountainB 
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would nattira-lly be mont prosaic. Yet there was 
already a beginning of better things. Kircher, for 
exanii)le, had taken to mountain exploration from his 
extreme interest in an explosion of Vesuvius, and was 
c^ager to solve the curious problems which they pre¬ 
sented. Tlio mountains \verc already interesting in his 
eyes, and from that it is a short step to their boe.oming 
beautiful, llis explanation, indeed, admits that their 
occasional beauty is a kind of supplementary cause 
of their (ixistenco. Tlunaj are, it appears, five main 
rcaHons for tlu^ (‘xiBlence of mountains: first, they 
serve a,H chains to bind the (‘.arth together, or as the 
bones or Hk<‘l(d)On of the world, wliicli is illustrated by 
elaborate diagrams; secondly, they resist the dostruc- 
tive action of tlu^ sea; thirdly, they make rivers, and to 
illuHtrat(^ this lie treats us to singular diagrams,showing 
howthc Alps and otluo' mountain chains are simply lids 
to vast (UHternsof water—hydrophylaciio,' as he calls 
them from which the rivers are somehow pumped 
up; fourthly, th(‘.y restrain the wind and protect 
plants; ami, fifthly, thc^y produce mines. To this ho 
adds cursorily, aiul, as it wore, ra.ther asha.mod of so 
trifling a reason, * non dicam hie do ama3nitate pro¬ 
spectus, do utilitate quam umbra sua in Bubjectis 
agrorum planis vallibusciuo conhu'unt,’ &c. So that 
the mountaiiiB were not (piite without tlieir charms. 
The most striking passage, however, tipon this subject, 
occurs in Ihirmd’s * Sacred Theory of the Karth,* which 
in tlie biiginniug of the eighteenth century was, as 
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Waterland tells us, a textbook for gcolnr-icttl Ht iuicfitw at 
Cambridge. People in those days famued. iih 
generally fancy when they catch sight fur Ihe first timn 
of a new problem, that it was far easier atid sitnpb'r t han 
was actually the case ; they did not know till expe.rietu'.e 
taught them how painfully they would ho compelhsi 
to advance from step to st(>p, and to unravel the in¬ 
tricate chain of causes which liavo gont? to hrinj* iho 
earth into its present shape; and still less limv <tne 
principal result of the enquiry would lict to prtsve that 
the most interesting questions lay outside the rcaeli 
of human knowledge. With the Book of GeneHis lor 
their authority, a happy facility of guessing to eke 
out any deficiencies of infonnation, and a h'W iiih r- 
ences from the Newtonian theories to produce a 
scientific tinge, they thought that the whole thing 
would be explained. 

Burnet’s view was that the earth rosonihled a 
gigantic egg, the shell representing tho superfieial 
crust, the white of tho egg the suhterraiiean waters, 
and the yolk the central core, When tho fountains 
of the great deep wore broken up the hIuiII was 
shivered, the waters drowned mankind and then 
retired into the present sea, leaving tho fraginenlH to 
form the mountain ranges. Tho oonclustons thus yli- 
tained as to the past and the probable futuns of the 
world coincided in the most charming way with tho 
Book of Genesis and the Apocalypse, and they are 
enforced with abundant eloquence, if with a rather 
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short allowance of reason. I quote part of tho poetical 
passage in which Burnet describes how he was first 
induced to approach so tremendous a subject. He 
says : 

‘ The greatest objects of nature are, methinka, the 
most pleasing to behold ; next to the great concave of 
the heavens, and those boundless regions which tlic 
stars inhabit, there is nothing that I look upon with 
more pleasure than the wide sea and the mountains of 
tho earth. There is something august and stately in 
tlio air of these things, that inspires the mind with 
great thoughts and passions. "We do naturally, upon 
suc.li occasions, think of G-od and His greatness; what¬ 
ever hath hut a shadow and appearance of tho Infinite, 
as all things have that are too big for our compre¬ 
hension, and fill and overbear the mind with their 
excess, cast it into a pleasing kind of stupor and 
admiration. And yet these mountains that wo are 
speaking of, to confess tho truth, are nothing but 
great ruins, but such as show a certain magnificence of 
nature; as from tlie temples and broken amphitheatres 
of tho Eomans, wo collect tho greatness of that people. 
But the grandeur of a nation is loss sensible to those who 
never saw tho remains and monuments they have loft, 
and those who never see tho mountainous parts of the 
earth scarce over reflect upon tho causes of tlicm or what 
power in nature could bo sirlficiont to produce them.’ 

Burnet proceeds to say that when he crossed the Alps 
and Apeuniuos, tho ‘sight of those vast undigested 
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heaps of stone did so strike my fancy that I not 
easy till I could give mysedf some tolcrahl.' nrmititi -d 
how that confusion came in natnri*.* lie iniiii;m<-n 
a sleeper suddenly transported from the jdnins, atid 
paints his astonishment on waking to see * sneh vast 
bodies throwJi together in confusion.' ‘ Ii<«'k upon 
these great ranges,’ he exclaims, ‘ in what eonfiisinn ilo 
they lie ; they have neither form nor heiuify. neither 
shape nor order, no tnoro than the clouils in the aii. 
Then how barren, how desolate, lunv !iak«'d are the^v ! 
How they stand noglccted by nature! Neither the 
rains can soften them nor the. dews from heavim can 
make them fruitful’ After insisting on the ehiiotie 
disorder of the Alps, he says that if you imuld get 
within the mountains, ‘for they are, geitentUy hollow, 
you would find all things there nmro rude, if pos-dble, 
than without. ... No tempest nor eartlniualo! tsnild 
put things in more disorder. ’Tis tnus they cannot 
look as ill now as they did at first. The ruin that is 
fresh looks much worse than afterwards witett the 
earth grows discoloured and skinned over, Imt t fancy 
if we had seen the mountains when they were new¬ 
born and raw, when the earth was first broken and 
the waters of the deluge newly retired, tho fratdions 
and confusions of them would have api)earod very 
ghastly and frightful.’ 

This passage gives a very striking account of the 
influence of mountains in that day upon a highly 
imaginative observer. They resembled vast ruiiw, 
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not so ghastly and frightful as of old, because their 
doformities have Ixaui partially skinned over, yet 
still without form or beauty, huge chaotic fragments 
of the tremendous catiistroplie that once shook the 
earth to its foundations, and yet, from tlie fact that 
tliey spoke so forcibly of that inconceivable exhibition 
of power, inttmsely interesting and suggc^stive of 
elevating thoughts. He felt like a man coming upon 
th(5 ruins of an imperial city, just sacked l)y bar¬ 
barians, with r(vmna.ntH of its former splendour lying 
heaped in hidiHUiH confusion, y(‘t carrying the mind 
ba,(‘k to the days when they were perfect. Tlu‘. snaiui 
thought is expressed in S(*.ott’B lines about Jhmvenue, 
whose 

Knolln, cra-SR, and mounda confuHcdly hurlad, 

Ho<anad O'aKnu'uis of an oarlior world. 

Only Hcott is content to play with the fam^.y which 
Huriudi puts forward with all the seriousnesH of a 
Hcicuitific enquirer. Think of the mountains as, in 
H(d)er earnestiU’HH, ruins of the antedihivian world, 
and th (7 anj nailly terrible. Wlnui tlu^y have declined 
into the romantic stage thci sanu^ c^xpre^HHion is nu^rely 
a lividy imago of their appanuit chaos. At a later 
period tliey ga,in an inteix'st of a different order, when 
tlm mounds arc5 indicative of the action of ancient 
gla,cial force's and ovfu’y rock spe^aks to tho observer of 
the slow lapse of gi'ological periods. 

From this, 1 think, wo may deduce a few obvious 
conclusionB as to tho different tomp(‘r witli winch tho 
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mountains were then regarded. MariUilay s tli<*nr_v 
obviously contains much truth, though not tho wfiole 
truth. The Alps, indeed, were visited without much 
fear of robbers or of eagles in the eighteenth cf riinry. 
Every young gentleman crossed them in making the 
grand tour, and no worse incidents are recorded that 
I know of than the slaughter of Horace Walpole’s hip- 
dog by a wolf. But in a wider sonso lluwo was pre¬ 
cisely the same difference between our view of Alpine 
scenery then and now, as between the American haek- 
woodsman’s hatred of a tree and that passionate regard 
for trees which people entertain who live in drea<l 
of economical officials and grasping landlords. Ico 
is a nuisance in Greenland and an inesUinahht lusury 
at Calcutta, and we, who are pent for Im moniltH 
of the year in a crowd of tlirco million cockneys, 
love our remaining playgrounds of fresh air and unen¬ 
closed pasture as naturally as men hated tlu'in whose 
lives were a daily battle with the wilderness. Monn- 
tains were once the main fortresses of the tyrnnnieiil 
powers of nature; now they are the last strongludds in 
which unsophisticated nature holds out; it is not sur¬ 
prising that our sentiments have changed. But we 
must add, if we would understand tlie precise nature 
of the change, some of the considoratbiiB which I 
have endeavoured to suggest. 

The judgment passed on mountain scenery in differ¬ 
ent generations would, I imagine, curiously illustrate 
the relation between the poetical and the Boientifie 
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stage of thouglit charactcriRtic of any given period. 
When science had exorcised the da-’mwjtcttii, the moun¬ 
tains wore left, like Burnet’s unskinned ruins, bare of 
imaginary beings, and not yet covered l)y tlie compli¬ 
cated network of associations which has been gradually 
produced by a closer observation of their details. To 
reproduce the mountains of a hundred and fifty years 
buck wo must liegin by emptying our idea of nearly 
everything which gives them interest. Tlie same 
picture was painted upon the retina of Addison when 
he stood on the hu'raco of Biirne, and of the modern 
observer who follows in his footsteps. But when wo 
compare the signilicance to the mind of the two spec¬ 
tacles, it is the diirorence between the vague blue films 
in the background of a.n ignorant painter and the 
photograiih with all its inlinito variety of detail. One 
man saw nothing but a Hat surface bounded by an 
irregular jagged lino ; to the otluir, every minute frag- 
iiumt of the pictunt has a story and a language of its 
own. Mr. Buskin has expounded at great length and 
with admirahle acuteness the differonco between the 
fulness of nuianing in a mountain as drawn by Tunujr 
and the vague shapeless lumps of earlier artists. The 
mountains are now intensely real and, so to speak, 
alive to thoir fingers’ ends; they began by being 
omi)ty metaphysical conciipts, and the difTenince is 
simply due to the fact that nobody had then taken the 
trouble to look at them, and that a great many highly 
skilled oliHtsrvers have bi'cn working at tlieni very care- 
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fully ever since and have addcsd thoir iniprcHsiMiiH to the 
existing stock. The hasty and iiuicciiratw outline hits 
been slowly filled up by the labours of auccumsivo goni- 
rations, and they have coino into contact with onr ayiU" 
pathies at an incomparably greater number of }ioiiitH. 

Now, it is plain that the l>ig chaotic lumiis which 
existed in the beginning of the eighteenth century were 
comparatively useless for poetical purposns. Jhirnet 
has perhaps made the best of them in the (tasssige I 
have quoted. There is something inipreHsive ahmit liis 
picture of the ruins of an earlier worhl. Hut, to nay 
nothing of the unreality of the hypothesiH, it is too suni- 
mary and simple a mode of oxplanatitjn. It takes us 
into the most unpoetical sphere of metaphysics, and 
rather stops enquiry than suggests frtwh trains of 
thought. 

Finally, it may be noticed that the contemporaries 
of Newton had an uncomfortably mathematical way of 
looking at such problems. They tliought that as the 
earth’s orbit was a respectable ellipse, the earth itself 
should have been a neat oblato spheroid; anti any 
irregularity in figure was rather discreditahle than 
otherwise—perhaps, as Whiston argued, was in sonm 
way connected with the fall of man. 

We might trace the reflection of these vit-ws in 
poetry, except that the poets had thou so little to say 
of the mountains, or indeed of any natural ohjects. 
When, at a later period, men of scionco were prying 
into every detail of Alpine scenery, poets were sinml* 
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taneouBlylooking at them with a fresh interest. "When 
Savissure bad boon speculating on the causes of glacier 
motion, Shelley spoke of the glaciers which creep 

Xjiko snakfiH that watch their prey from their far fountains, 

Slow rolling on; 

and Byron told how the 

Glacier’s cold and restlcns mass 
Moves onwards day by day. 

Erratic blocks wore objects of a poetical as well as of 
a scientific treatment. Wordsworth describes his leech- 
gatherer as standing 

As a luig(i Htono is soiptdiiucs soon to He 
Couched on the bald top of an eniinonoo, 

Wonder to all that do the Bamo espy, 

By what nunuis it could tliither ctuno and whencei 
Ho that it B<5(nna a thing endued with sense, 
ljik(5 a S(ui, beast crawbul forth, whicdi on a shelf 
Of rock or Hand reposeth the.re to sun itself. 

Wordsworth, Byron, and Hht^lk'.y had evidently ob- 
8 {‘rved the rocks and the ic(5 with an interest as keen 
as that of HausHure, though they turned tludr ohserva- 
tions to a different acetount. But what was a poor 
po(d to do witli tlu! shapelesH inorganic lumi)8 of matter 
which did duty for mountains to a former generation? 
We may find one or two feeble attempts to hitch them 
into vers(^ Young, for example,of the * Night Thoughts,’ 
took it into liis luiul toimi^rove s()m(U)f the celebrated 
descriptioiiH in Job;^ but he mentiouB witli some pride 

Let anyone who pays a visit to tho Zoological Gardens, remark 
IhocUmcnt'Hitonaturcof thtGollowingrmnarkupon th« hippopotamuH 
‘ How Uktt a mountain oodar moves his tail I ’ 
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that the passage about moiuiitaiiis is eiitirc^ly tiii4 rnYti, 

This is the whole of it. 

Who heaved the mountain, whieh gtihliiindj 
And casts its shadow Into distant 

For a more elaborate tnnituiont wi* may Iri 
and quote a once celebrated pasHii#! in the ‘ Ktmiy mi 

Criticism: ’ 

So pleased at tot, the tow’riiig Al|m wn Iry, 

Mount o’er the vales and Hffiun to ioueh ilw iiky; 

The eternal snows appear already 

And the first clouds and mountains swun ilw last 

But those attained, we tremble t« iiurvey 

The growing labours of the kngthtudnif way; 

Th’ increasing prospect tires c»ur wondhing eyei 
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arien I 

The metaphor is not a bad one f{»r a yimiig 
man who had never seen a liighor nuHUitaiu than 
Eichmond Hill; but it obviously inipHim no lovo of 
the ‘ tow’ring Alps ’ either in tho lawt or tho original 
from whom he copied. And, iinally, I will (juotc a few 
lines from one of the worst poets of his own or any 
other generation. They aro, however, ctiriotis as an 
example ef the way in which the scamitiJic opinions of 
the Burnet or Kircher variety could las W(»rked into 
rhyme. This is Blackmoro’s account of the mountains; 

These strong unshaken mound* mist tho shcxik* 

01 tides and seas tempestuous, while the rook* 

That aeoret in a long continued vein 

Pass through the earth, the ponderous pile sustain { 

These mighty girders which the fabric bind, 

These riba robust and yast in order ioiued 
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These subterranean walls, disposed with art. 

Such strength and such stability impart 

That storms beneath and earthquakes underground 

Break not the pillars nor the work confound. 

Bad naotaphyBics are too oanily convortod itito ex¬ 
ecrable poetry, and it is not surprising that a dis¬ 
sertation on final cansos makes very indifferent verses. 
Indeed, it would bo absurd to expect that poets should 
make use of raw science or philosophy ; though they 
may turn to account the results obtained by scientific 
thinkei's, and profit by the habits of close observation of 
nature wbic.h tlusy have inculcated. Before anybody 
bad ever looluid into the mountains closely, classilied 
their flora and catalogued their strata, it wii.h impossiblo 
for a poet to do bettor than make a few random allusious 
to their most obvious features. Even if ho had pos¬ 
sessed th(i necessary knowhslgo, ho might as well have 
writtoix in Ihibrcw as talked about glaciers or ava¬ 
lanches. Anytliing which is to bo aiit object for poetical 
management must bo already associated with some 
strong fooling in the mind of tho audience as well as of 
the writer. The speculations in natural theology to 
which tho mountaitis gave rise were especially unsuit¬ 
able for poetry. That was tlio era of applying common 
sense to theology, from which it has since been banished 
effectually enough. In other words, tho philosophers of 
that time had an undoubted confidence in their powers 
of explaining (ivorything, and seem to have considered 
the Bupreiuo Being as a higlily intelligent ruler whose 

D 
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purposes might he very fairly uiuh'nshHMl iiml whnsp 
legal position in regard to mankind cniiliJ he accuratfly 
defined. Poetry is out of place when mystery dis¬ 
appears, and the deeper rtdigious motives are for tin- 
time banished from the world. Oiir imaeiiiuf i.mH may 
be awed when we look at the mountniiiH, fmma purely 
scientific point of view, asmonumentH of the hIow wi irk • 
ing of stupendous forces of nature through ctmnilesH 
millenniums. But when we know preciwely, hy a 
metaphysical demonstration, that tliey were made as 
very large ‘ girders,’ they are not much more impressive 
than the roof of a railway station. TIhi moeb-s of 
operation which are within the grasp of the melaphyst- 
eian’s intellect arc measuriKl hy tlm scale of his own 
mind; and an omnipotent Blackmoro is mdy a very 
strong Blaekmore after all. The taste of tiu« gfmera- 
tion to which ho belonged, though it had many 
advantages as compared with our anarchical slate tif 
sentiment, was certainly not favourahle ht the emotions 
due to sublimity of any kind. When Pope’s versi¬ 
fication, and Vanbrugh’s architecture, ujjd Locke’s 
philosophy—all of tliom admirable things in their 
way—were the highest idtails of mankind, it was not 
to be expected that Mont Blanc and the .Tungfrau 
should be duly appreciated. They would hardly 
have stooped, if they could have been cormtdted, to the 
worship of such a generation. They came in with 
the renewed admiration for aiiakospeare, for Lothio 
architecture, for the romantic school of art and liters* 



THE OLD SOEOOL 


86 


ture, and witli all that modern revolntionary spirit 
whicli we are as yet hardly in a position to criticise. 
I will endeavour shortly to point out in the following 
section the most conspicuous names connected with 
this great change of taste. 
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CriAPTEB 11 

THE NEW HOnOOI* 

Wh may begin by enquiring at what |>reriM«< 
the taste for mountain aconory becanm a n'i‘<igni«<Hl 
and vigorous reality. The most direct testimony to this 
purpose is that of Chateaubriand, who may bo con- 
sidered as the most distinguished devil's advocate wht» 
ever protested against the canonisation of the m w 
objects of reverence, and who had the audacity to assert 
categorically and unequivocally that tlnj Alps were 
ugly. I would be tho last to suggt'st that any {wsrson 
who maintains such heretical opinions, oven at the 
present day, ought to be summarily stontid or Imrnt. 
It is quite possible for a scoffer at the Alps tt» bo an 
excellent father of a family, an honest politit'ian, and 
even to have glimmerings of good taste in other depart¬ 
ments of the beautiful. ■When,howov 0 r,aman utters so 
bold an opinion, it is worthwhile asking what he means. 
He may intend to say that he personally does not like 
the Alps, which is of course unanswerable; or that 
other people do not like them, which can only be juft 
by a peremptory negative; or finally, that other iKHjpli 




TUB BEW SCHOOL 


37 


ouglit not to like thorn—that, in short, a taste for 
Alpine scenery, like a taste for prizo-figiiting or pigeon- 
shooting, is in some way a proof of a depraved state of 
the faculties. Chateaubriand is bold enough to argue 
that the Alps do not give pleasure, though his argu¬ 
ments on this head will scarcely trouble the faith of 
true believers; but he also says in substance, which is 
to us more interesting, that if you admire the Alps you 
must be a revolutionist and a materialist. I’heso are 
ugly names, though tho frocpicnoy of their use has 
rather diminished their terrors; but we may glance 
shortly at his line of argument. Ho tells us that the 
mountains do not look so big as they really are. In 
other words, a Frenchman on his first visit to Cha- 
mouni did not apiireciate tho siKO of tho objects before 
him. Nothing could l)o more natural, and for the 
simple reason that mountains, like all other superla¬ 
tively beautiful objects, rociuiro long and affectionate 
study beiore their charms are fully revealed. I’he 
cockney who enters tho British Museum generally 
prefers tho stuffed hippopotamus to tho Elgin marbles; 
but tliat is not tlio fault of tho Greek sculptors. Nor 
is there much in tho argument that you cannot see 
a largo part of tho sky from a deep valley, or enjoy 
a sunset at Chamouni. Tho beauty of the celestial 
canopy does not depend on tho number of square yards 
plainly visible; if a certain strip is cut off near the 
horizon, the balance is far more than redressed by the 
apparent depth of tho atmosphere, and tho incomparable 
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superiority of the energetic monrilain iniet to itn Inzy 
lowland rival; whilst as for sunsi-ts, liol.ndy ran ho 
said to have seen a sunset wlo has not wahdi.’d the 
last Alpine glow dying oiT the everlnstin;; eiunv hi his. 
Chateaubriand’s appeals to the ancientH who did not 
care for the mountains, or to the llihle whero the 
Mount of Olives (not, I believe, a very Aljiiiie Huiutnil) 
is mentioned only as the scene of superlnmian agony, 
need little answer. Perhaps the thunder:; of Hiuai 
might be qxtoted against him ; and one tnii'ht veidure 
to remark that a certain view from an ‘eseecdiiif: high 
mountain’ must at least have been considered as highly 
attractive by a very good judge of huiimn plea.otroH. 
Chateaubriand admits, in conclusion, that the AIjih 
might do for an anchorite, and that they may form a 
beautiful background a long way off. ' Isuira fetes 
charnues,’ he says, ‘ lours flancs decharnes, lours iiient- 
bres gigantesqucs, hideux quanvl on les contemide de 
trop pres, sent admirahles lorsqu’au fond dbrn horiztm 
vapoureux ils s’arrondissont ot so cedorent tlans tine 
lumi&re fluide et dorde.’ And he thinks they would he 
a suitable dwelling for an anchorite. 

The true motive of Chateaubriand’s sacrilegious on¬ 
slaught on the mountains was, as I have suggeshsl, his 
dislike to the supposed principles of their adorers. The 
passion for mountain scenery, whose strength at the 
time of his writing is attested by the energy of his 
attack, was in his eyes a symptom of that revolutionary 
impulse of which Eousseau was the first great ox|}onent. 
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SausBuro invotitod Mont Blanc, he telln ub; but Rous- 
Bcau was the arch-horctic. whoiiiBiitutcd a regular and 
avowed worBhip of the Alps. It was of a piece witli 
his other BontimentaliBniB and ravings against the 
orthodox caiionn, whether of art or religion. Indeed, 
Rousseau is accused, which at first sight seenis rath(3r 
liard, of a * cortain niaterialisin,’ for exalting the 
charniB of mountain sconery. lie oxaggerak‘B tlio 
influcnco of externa,! nature over the spirit, and falls 
into raptures over stocks and stone.s which he should 
have reS(U'V(!d for hsss ta.ngihle ohjiads of worship. 

I imagiiK'. that this alliliatiou of our inodmvn sini- 
tiuKUit is sul)Htantia,lly correct, and the, fad; throws 
some light tipon tlu' growth of the new faith. 
If llouHSe,au werij tricid for tlio crime of H(d,ting up 
mountains as objects of human worship, lu^ would ho 
convicted by any impa,rtial jury. Ho wa,B aided, it is 
true., hy accomplic(*H, none of whom W(U*(^ more eon« 
spicuouH than Huamsun',; and ho had a few ftuibhi 
pri'cnrsors, onc^ or two of whom shall he nuuiliorual 
directly. IjuUhu* was preciuliul in his attaadis upon 
tlie ancient Ohnrch hy such uuni as WiclilTe a,tnl 
Hubs ; many invtuitors had trie<l their hands on the 
BleanMuigim^ before Watt inadii the great sh^p towards 
its perfc5ctiou; ohler navigators, it is said, had seen 
tile, Hhor<3S of Amerie.a before they W(?re reached hy 
CohuuhuH, No grcait iHscovery or revolt falls entirely 
to the share of one leader; many have caught dim 
glimpHCiB of the light before the rising of the sum But 
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Eousseau, though partly antidpak'tl, and thntigh hia 
revelation had to be complokHl by Viirimia HUjipU'incn- 
tary prophets, maybe called,ivithout ton mm’b ntraining 
of language, the Columbus of the Alpa, nr tht! Lutlmr 
of the new creed of mountain wnraiiip. Ilo Hlimvod Iho 
promised land distinctly, it ho did not hinii^nlf nntnr 
into and possess it. His title may be eHtablinhed by 
examining the date at which that doctrine firat bi’canie 
popular, and in some degree defining tho chutign of 
sentiment to which it was due. 

The date, in the first place, may be fixed by two or 
three simple facts. The dividing line may bn drawn 
about 1760, and the Alps were fairly inaugumtod 
(in modern phrase) as a public playground by the 
generation of travellers which succeodod tin* Keveti 
years' war. In 1760 Saussure paid his first visit to 
Chamouni, and says that tho route was then both 
dangerous and difficult; though wo may atld, with wmus 
patriotic pride, thatPocoek and Wyndhain, tho earliimt 
forerunners of the great herd of British tourists, had 
penetrated so far as early as 1741. In 1701 Baussuro 
offered a reward for the discovery of a route to tho 
summit of Mont Blanc, and the quarter of a century 
which elapsed between that time and tho final accom¬ 
plishment of his wishes may be regarded as tho period 
of the first great invasion of sightseers. Gibbon tells 
us that in 1765 the fashion of ‘climbing tho moun¬ 
tains and reviewing the glaciers ’ had not yet l)oon in 
troduced by foreign travellers. When he retired to 
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Latisanne in 1788, fashion, he says, had * opened us on 
all sides to the incursions of travellcvrs/ We may fix 
the same period by comparing two sturdy common¬ 
place authors of that class wliich Mr. Carlyle em¬ 
phatically describes as ‘woodem/ They cannot 1)6 
suspected of the least gleam of originality, and are 
therefore well qualified to be witnosHCB to the ordinary 
state of mind of their ge.iieration. 

Gruner, whoso book, first published in 17(50, was for 
some time a stjuidard authority, represents the last phase 
of the old period. Ho talks freely of the ^ liorrors and 
beauties' of the Alps, but we cau easily see how the 
terms ought to be distriliuted. He stands, for e^xample, 
on the (irimsel, whertj the travelkir looks down upon 
fertile valleys, and upwards to i\u) wild ranges of Ober- 
land. Tli(^ Haslithal and tluj Valais excite Gruner^s 
unalTtscted admiration ; but the masses of ice and snow 
to east and west make him-ope.nly Hhuddor. The bravest 
chamoiB-hunters and crystad-finders will scarcely ven¬ 
ture into the terrible valley of the Ol)er-aar glacier; 
the rt'gion which stretches to its foot is a terrible desert; 
the moimtain ranges Iiuid to a desert, terrible in itself, 
and inspire fear and horror. * Horror,’ in short, is 
always on his lips, though a dash of curiosity, not quite 
unmixed with admiration, begins to penetrate at inter¬ 
vals. Bixteen years later we find tlie good solid ortlio* 
dox British parson admirably represented by Arch¬ 
deacon CJoxo. Ho was of tlie type of those appalling 
members of Parliament who now employ their vacation 
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Bigiiificant of the approsichmg cliimgc. nr.* in the 
early dawn, before the diffufied light hm hnm <’<m. 
centrated round a definite wntre. It f.jlhnvH that 
Rousseau’s sentiments must ho gathered rather from 
the general tone of his writings than from any d.-finito 
passages. In the ‘ Confessions,’ iiuh*od, there is an 
explicit avowal of his hatred for tho plains, ami his 
love of torrents, rocks, pines, black woods, rcuigh piiihs 
to climb and to descend, and pro<npif«H to ouuw a 
delicious terror; and he describes two amnsiaiionls so 
characteristic of the genuine mountaineer that w«! fe*d 
at once that he is in the right track. One is ga/.itig for 
hours over a parapet at tho foam-Kpott«!d wators of a 
torrent, and listening to the cry of the ravens and hird.s 
of prey that wheel from rock to rock a ltun«lr<*<l fatlnnas 
beneath him. The other is a sport whoso charms are 
as unspeakable as they are difficult of analysis. It is 
fully described somewhere (if I remomber rightly) by 
Sir Walter Scott, and consists in rolling big stomss down 
a cliff to dash themselves to pieces at its f(H>t. Noono 
who cannot contentedly spend hours in that fasci¬ 
nating though simple sport really loves a mt)untain. 
The leading passage, however, which was most fre¬ 
quently quoted, and was probably in Chatoauhrland's 
mind, occurs in the ‘ Nouvelle IKloise,’ where tho 
lover retires to the Valais and speculatos with his 
usual flow of language upon the causes of his senBations. 
He finds himself happier than is quite becoming at 
such a distance from Julie. He attributes thb 
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nncloniablo happinefis for a time to the wonderful 
Hpt!ctac!(!S before him. However, when it lasts over 
another night and the following day, he finds a better 
explamition. Climbing the highest rnotmtain near him, 
and sitting down witli the thunder and storm at his 
foot, he traces the true canso of his exhilaration to tho 
state of the alinospluire. The pleasure conferred by 
mountains is resolved into tho favourable influence 
produetsl upon the digestion, and tho tendency to pro¬ 
mote insensiblo perspiration. It must be admitted that 
this has a rather materialist sound, and tends to justify 
the aecusation above quoted from Chateaubriand. It 
is, indoe.ii, (diarae-teristic of llouHsi^au to join his 
most highllown sentiments with very materialist ex¬ 
planations. last him throw tho first stone who has 
luwer fell his taste fur scenery affected by tho state 
of his digestion, and whoso lovo of tho beautiful is 
not in Homo ilegroe measured by the variations of tho 
barometer. We cannot honestly omit from our cata¬ 
logue of the charms of Alpine scenery the inlluencGs 
whose immediate action is upon tho lungs and tho 
stomach. 

It matters, however, far less how a great writer 
aceounts for his feelings tlian how ho fools. Kousseau 
is disappointing when ho takes to philosophy; but his 
sentiment, though often disgusting to modern readers 
and intolerably brng-windod in its expression, was the 
cause of his extraordinary power over tho age. The 
mode in which, as I imagino, he really taught men to 
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inaiuassingmatorialHforbluo-lHinkH. iliulifT* rsfruinhia 
pleasure-seeldng succosHorK, liy con(ic';-ii'fn<htit' <■» !nk« 
an interest in the political iustitulioitH of t he ciuiotry ; 
but he has an eye, such as it is, for sci'm-ry. llo 
graciously approves tho siglits providfii for liiitt in a 
respectable though a foreign region, and isMillieii tjily 
candid to prefer tho Linthlhal to Mailoek. 1 be bigi 
seems to have been still a mere ‘pheiiomeiioti of nut nro' 
in a geological point of view ; but oiir other old frienilH, 
such as the Ithonc glacier, the Handeek, :uid tlie 
Reichenbach h'alls, arc already estaldidied ubjeeta of 
interest. From Lauterbrunnon ho ‘ conteiiijdaie * with 
rapture’ and astonishment part of the gnaleintral 
chain ‘of tho Alps.’ llu even reaches ilincta/rcrc/c on the 
Mer de Glace, and admires, though Iw <ioes not vinit, 
the Jardiv. He is a little disappointed by tiie glaciers 
after the ‘ turgid accounts ’ whicdi he had heard and 
read; but linally gives them his distinct approval. 
Nay, he records tho first ascent of tho'rillis; and 1 
regret to add, for tho credit of Alpine travidb'r.s, that 
the first climber of that charming mountain not only 
asserted (what seems to have been a conmuui itpinion) 
that it was second in height amongst Alpims pi>ak«, 
but declared that an amazing valley of ic.tr stretchetl 
from its foot ‘ almost to Mont Blanc.’ When I aehl 
that Coxe prints a panorama of tlm I.ake of 'rimn 
from the summit of the Niesen, it will bo abmidniitly 
clear that the career of the modern tourist was fully 
open about a century ago. 
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Wo ina.y Bay, ilieru that Ix'fore the turning-point of 
Oio eighhuarth conttiry a civiliscul being might, if lie 
plouHod, rc'gardtho Alpn with uiunitigatod horror. After 
it, oven a nolid arc*hdea.(*on, with a linn belief in the 
IlritiHh conHtitntif>n, and (jhundi and Biah^, wa.B corn- 
pelhal toaclmiri!, under |HUudiy of g(Uioral rc^probation. 
It required an much originality to dinlike aB it had 
pn’viouBly rcujuircal lf» admire. If wo ank by what 
avenueH the In^auty of llu’, Alpn HUca'.e.edod in firnt 
rc‘v<‘aling itnelf to an unpcudiieal genorati<m, wo nhall 
fiml two or throe heading Irainn of minlimont which 
gra^lually beeanu*, popular. llouHst^au, whoHo * Nou- 
vollo IleloiHo’ was lirut ptiblinbed in 1759, muBt, an 
t havo. Haid, bo conHi<l<‘rod an the main exponent of 
tim riHing Heniinuiit. I have already (piotod him an 
(‘xhihiting ae<»,rhun indilTotauieo to our pre.Hont olyoctB 
of admiration. Yet in one Honno ho is BUHC(q)tiblo to 
tlu^ mountain itdlueneoH ; ho is in the right frame of 
mind for adiivout wornhipof the Alpn, though the idol 
has not yot ho(m distinctly revealed to liim. The 
Beiitinumt is dilTumal throughout the pugoB of the 
VNoiivelli^ IlelcuHe/ whicdi in ready to cryBtalliHO into 
more didiuite form so soon as the objijct is distinctly 
})ri*scuitetL If Im had lived a gtmoraiion or two later 
he miglit have antiedpated much of Mr. BuskirdB 
alociueneci. As it is, the absence of distinct reference 
to t!io liigh Alps in one so naturally pradisposod to 
admire theun is as significant of the general indifference 
of his contemporaries as the prodisposition itself is 
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love the mountains was by expressing with «ne(|ualhHl 
eloquence that eighteenth-century doctrim^ wliic.h hm 
become so faded andold-fashioiwl for us. Ihe denun¬ 
ciations of luxury, the preferonco of a Haviige to a 
civilised life, and all those paradoxes which otir grjuul- 
fathers discussed so seriously, and whi<di wo have 
agreed to ridicule, though perhaps they had a very 
real meaning in them, naturally comliitnid thi'timi'lveH 
with a rather extravagant craving for wild as cont- 
pared with cultivated scenery ; and with tv pritb sst'd 
admiration, which was not ([uito insincere, for tht^ 
simple pastoral life of primitive populations, 'i'ho love 
of the mountains came in with tlie rights of man tuid 
the victory of the philosophers; and all the jirttise of 
Alpine scenery is curiously connected with prtiise of 
the unsophisticated peasant. It soems as if thti philo 
sophers fancied that they had found a fragment of the 
genuine Arcadia still preserved by the Alpine harrier 
against the encroachments of a corrupt civilisation, and 
the mountains came in for some of the admiralitm 
lavished upon the social forms which they pr(dected. 
Thus, for example, wo may take a poem, whicli in its 
day had a certain celebrity, composed by Haller the 
distinguished physiologist, and puhlishod in 172H, It 
was pronounced to be as sublime, and to lad fair to he 
as immortal, as the Alps themselves. It contains some 
descriptions which imply a lively intorost in the higher 
ranges, and an intimate knowledge of their phenomena. 
There is a striking picture of an Alpine sunrise, and 
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a (If'scriiiiimi of the Btatil)baeh. A wanderer, lie ex- 
clainiH, 

l%in Wsintrrer fMr-.taiuit iin Hinuiiol Htroiia^ flie.*mon, 

Dio iiu!! clou Wtilkiiii mml Bich in Wolkon gioHHcn; 

a hold cou|)h‘t in di‘ii»nco of wliich lie tbinke it necoa- 
aary to adiliiei^, in a noifs the teHliniony of a native who 
livod nc'nr ilu* ilien unfre«juented wildernoHa of Lauter- 
hrnniKou Tlit', moral, howrjver, whitdi Haller baa 
moHt at heart in that whieh fillHHO largo a Bpacein the 
eoniionporary lit(‘ratui:e. The nbHcaieo of hixury, and 
the cduuauB of a Himple life, an^ the main tlienio of Iub 
gong* In the quiet Aljuue va-lleyg, he telle us with 
great emidiaHig, tlun'o is no l(‘arning, but plenty of 
eonnuon HenHo ; thc*re in liard work, hut security and 
(Huufort; tile drink is jmre water, and the riedumt disheg 
are made of milk, Amhition and the thirst for gold 
have not (’orru|jted the Arc^adian eimplicity of tlm 
natives, or inirodiuual social inequalities. Every 
Kc*ason of tlie year brings its appropriate labours and 
its simple pleasureH ; thmxi is wrestling and putting of 
weights and dancing on holidays; marriage ishonourcKl, 
and tlie hmri always follows the hand. In short, tlio 
mminiains hinl still ki‘|)t that much-ahuHod Luxm'v at 
hay; and lliere, if luiywlmre, might be found some 
traces of that state of nature so ardently desired by 
thefunHis and poets. Tlu^ same sentiment, caught up 
and repeated in various forms, supplies much of tlie 
ordinary rhetoric about tlu‘. Alps for many years to 
come, (lohlsmith i‘XpreHHc‘s it in the graceful verses 
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ot * The Traveller,’ when he turns from the Italian 
plains to survey the country 

Where rougher climes a nobler rfwii dliplfty* 

Where the bleak Swiss their stormj nmnmmm 
And force a churlish soil for seanly bread; 

Eousseau, though tho great teacher, hail no mono¬ 
poly of the doctrine. To us it sounds a very faded and 
dreary commonplace; partly because our whole point 
of view on such topics has consideraljly changed ; and 
partly, it must be said, because Switzerland is ahmit 
the last place to which tho hater of luxury woidd now 
resort. The Swiss soil in those days is only churlish 
and bleak enough to give additional zest to the hotels 
of Chamouni and Interlaken; and the sturdy pi-asant 
who then saw 

No costly lord tho sumptumia banqucil 
To make him loathe hli vcgutablo 

has become very well accustomed to that speetaclo, 
and regards the said lord as his most reliahlo Bonree t>f 
Trinkgelder and other pecuniary advantages. Yot tho 
sentiment, though in a somewhat altered form, is hy 
no means extinct. In one sense it is perltaps moro 
lively than ever. If the Swiss have lost sotnotlting, 
it may be too much, of their ohurlishnoss, tlio 
mountains themselves are fortunately imprognahlo 
citadels of natural wildness. We may turn with 
greater eagerness than ever from the increasing crowds 
of respectable human beings to savage rock and 
glacier, and the uncontaminated air of the High Alps. 
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Nor, to say tlio truth, is tlui charm of the Alpine life 
really so extiiust as cockney travellers would persuade 
US. d’luu’o are iiimim('.ral)lo valleys which have not 
yet bowed tlu» knot' to Baal, in the shape of Mr. Cook 
and his tourists; and within a few hours of one of the 
most fro(iuonted routes in I'luropo there are retired 
valleys where Kwiss peasants—I mention a fact—will 
refuse mnn(<y in es<diang() for their hospitality. It 
may ho remarked too, in passing, that moat doscribers 
of ac(uu<ry seem to dwell too little upon what may be 
called th(> more human side of the pleasures of scenery. 
The snows of Mont Blanc, and the cliffs of the Matter¬ 
horn would have thoir charm in tins midst of a wilder¬ 
ness ; but their beauty is amazingly increased when a 
weather-Htaiiustl chahd ristm in the foreground; when 
the sound of cowlaiUs cotnes down through the tliin air; 
or lilt! littlt! troop of goats returns at sunset to the quiet 
village. I say uothing of that state of society which 
has rentlered possible, the Ammergau mystery; because, 
to say the truth, I fear we must have seen nearly 
the last of it, and am always expecting to hoar of a 
pt!rformanc.o taking place at the Crystal Palace. If 
the mountains could bo swept clear of all life which 
has been growing up amongst thtim for centuries, and 
which harmonise them as theliohous mellowthe scarred 
masses of fallen rock, they would be deprived of half 
their charm. The snowy ranges of California or the 
more man Alpine heights of the Caucasus may doubt¬ 
less be beautiful, hut to my imagination at least they 
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Becm to lie unpleawiutly bare aiul In « sn!f<e thr-y 
are deprived of all thoBe intricate aKsoeiatiniiji which 
somehow warm the Weak rangcH of Bwitzerlatul. The 
early forms of this sentiment gave to the Aljw u eerioin 
moral value. Tlioy were the naliirai retreat 'T men 
disgusted with the existing order of things, jir<i!'ountUy 
convinced of its rotteiinoHH; and turning someiimea in 
a sufficiently morbid and sentimentai frunieof mind to 
the nearest regions which were still utisjmiU or un¬ 
improved by the aggroHsivc forces of civilisutioii. ff 
virtue consisted in spinning your own cloth from your 
own sheep, and confining your diet to hlack bread and 
milk, it was to be found in the Alpino vaileyn. if the 
sight of towns and palaces, and tlio ‘abodenof luxury' 
generally, was suggestive of nothing but vice and 
oppression. Paradise might be jiulieionsly souglit after 
amongst the ‘longs arotes de rochers, les crevasHeH, 
les trous, les ontortillemoutH des vallees des Alpes,’ 
for which Ohateauhriand expressed hissineere dWgti.'-it. 

This, at any rate, is reckoned ainongst the ehurniH 
of the mountains by another writer of whom something 
must be said by every ono who touches, hnwover 
lightly, on the subject. Snussuro deserves the un¬ 
feigned reverence of every true mountaineer. Hans- 
sure, indeed, was primarily a man of science ; hut he 
was one of the long series of Alpine travolhu's who 
have illustrated by example the mode in which the 
data supplied by science may be turned to account 
lor poetical purposes. Headers of Forbes or Tymiiill 
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will nofe rcrpiirf* to he told Iiow the accurate ohnervation 
of Alpine phoiioinena, and tlio patient interpretation of 
the natural inoimnientH, Bupplie.H the moiintains with a 
nc?w languiii^e an iiniioHin^ and Bal)Iinie an that which 
IB Bpolcen hy the ruiim of Imnian workmanship. The 
ItyramitlH or iht* l)roken arcdies of a Homan amphi¬ 
theatre- ihVi\ not nmm iinpreBRive to the rightly prepared 
underntanding than the vast oladiskH and towers that 
have been raiBed and curved and modelled hy mys¬ 
terious forcH'H ihroughoui agr'S of indofmable antiquity. 
I have Bometiuien doubted the jtiBtice of Wordsworth's 
dtnrunciation of tlu^ gentleman who would peep and 
UolaiuHe ujjon his mother's grave. Thiu’e are obvious 
ohjectionH to the proeess; hut, aftc‘r all, would not a 
hotiuiist any Bensihility he more dei'ply affected by 
tlm floWfU’H whoHc^ fonuH he had studied, and whoHo 
beauty he lunl learnt to appreciate, tliau the ordinary 
olmiU*ver who has no Hp(uual aHSOciations with the 
olyectH confounded tc^gethcu* ttnder the general name 
of W(1 :h1b ? At any rate, the iiupiirars who have 
jHHqHul and IjotaniHiHl under the shadow of Mont Blanc 
have proveil that their habits had no tendency to 
deiMh*u tluiir love of nature. Tliough BausHure seldom 
indulges in pasHagesof set elociuence, liis appreciation 
of mountain sc-enery is always breaking ^through 
the drier details of Bcituitific pursuits. Two wcll- 
kmnvri pasnagi’s rctcord Ids delight in the calm sunimor 
tiViuiiiigs spc-int during Iris stay of sixteen days (a feat 
iilnumt unrivalled) on the summit of the Col du Geant; 
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and mention as the liappioHt houw of his life thowi 
which he spent on tho top of th(! Crumont in con¬ 
templation of the southern precipices of Mont Jllanc. 
In the preface to his collected journeys SansHure 
tries to explain the secret of his pleasure. From his 
youth, he tells us, he had loved the niounintns, and hy 
the age of eighteen had climbed all the hills ri>und 
Geneva. He afterwards visited tho nujtmtuin dis¬ 
tricts of England, France, Germany, and Italy. For 
years he was prowling round tho base of Mont Blanc, 
till at length he followed Balmat to tho summit. 
The traveller, he says, who has surmountod the labour 
of an ascent (for Saussure had not (ptito rison to the 
purely athletic pleasure) will be overwljelnutd for a 
time with astonishment. Then he will think with 
wondering awe of tho long serios of slow changes 
which have built up tho dome of Etna, or raised 
the primeval ridges of the wmtral Alps. He will 
feel the pettiness of man in presence of those tre¬ 
mendous forces to whoso action tho monniains benvr 
unmistakable testimony. All the natural phenomena, 
clouds and floods and BtormH and avalanches, have an 
intensity of which the lowlandur can tontJ no con¬ 
ception. And, finally, he adds, tho mountains have a 
moral interest; the Alpine peasant is far mdtlor and 
more independent than his relation in tho plains; and 
he who has only seen the labourer in tho Jieighbourho««d 
of towns knows nothing of tho true ‘ man of nature.’ 
Saussure in this passage gives acoudonsed summary 
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of th(^ groat, pootn of the Mjjh. Thoy had boon preaching 
m vail) to iiuiny gonerationB wliicfi were ol)Htiniitely 
deaf, or had at bent (‘fuightaome faint gliiiipHcs of their 
moaning. Tlie time fiad come for tlnnr voice to fall 
upon coiigenial carH. On one hand, tliey might bo 
regai'ded an htige inarticulate Bpliynxca Buggesting 
prohleniH an to the growth of the world, the baront 
Htiitement of which affecti'd the Hcientific imagination 
witli a HeiiHo of overpowering Kublimity. On the 
other, they Herv)‘d to offer a,n aHyluin to dreamers 
like UouHHeau who lutv)! tried, Hometimos in very 
inarticulate latiguiige, to tell us why the atmosphere 
of the mountfuna is soothing to inindBOutof harmony 
with the existing social order. The feeling, which 
cannot perluips ho very well reduced into logical 
formula, nniy ho pretty well expressed in a paBHii,go 
from Mr. Matthew Arnold’s friend Oborraann. In the 
lowlands, he says, the ]iat;iral man is corrupted 
ij» breathing it sticial atmosphere made turbid by 
tho Houmi of the arts, of our noisy ostentatious 
pleasures, by our cries of hatred, and moansof grief and 
anxiety. ‘ Mais la, sur ces inonts deserts ou le ciel 
ost immense, ou I’air oat plus fixe, ot les temps moins 
rapides, ot la vie plus permauouto; Id., la nature 
entihre exprijue elorpieramont un ordre plus grand, 
)«ie harmonit) plus visible, un onsemblo dtornol. Ld, 
rhomino rotrouve sa forme alWrablomais indestructible; 
il respire I'air sauvage loin dos toanations sociales; 
son otro ost i lui coimne 4 Tunivors; il vit d’une 
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vie reolle dans I’unito subliino.’ If tliis riuinol Ke 
reckoned precisely as a plulosophiciil Hlnti-nn-nf, »f 
truth, it is apoetical exprcHsinn of thow^utuiu'nt linin', 
or less dimlyprosent tothctnindsof all ini»untnin-lo\<TH. 
It is Eousseau’s doctrine in a mere spiritual ferm. 

1 vfill turn for a few inmutcH to atintln r of 

sentiment, which was worked out by a dillerent Hehool 
of observers. Even in the depth of the miieh-viliiied 
eighteenth century there were traecH of the ta^.trH 
which in England first found diKtinet utteraneo. in Sir 
Walter Scott’s poetry, and have led to various strange 
developments in later years. There was even then 
something which went by the name of the. roniantie; and 
which was to our present sentiment what eariionters’ 
Gothic was to our elaborate revivals of nieiiia-va! art. 

The correct remark to make about a bit of rough 
scenery, if it was not too olitrusive or loo aelividy 
dangerous, was that it reminded you of Halvator Itosa. 
Every now and then itmiglit bo admitted into doHcrip- 
tions, though sparingly and as it wore under protest; 
as a tame rock or so, a bit of grotesciuoruin, or a niinta> 
ture waterfall, might bo permitted in a formal garden. 
There was indeed little trace of that close obHorviilitui 
of nature which we now consider to be csHontial; but 
the picturesque element could not bo altogotbisr isx- 
cluded. Here, for example, is a bit of what is now 
called ‘ word-painting ’ from Shaftesbury’s ‘ Gluiractor- 
istics.’ ‘Beneath the mountain’s foot,’ lie says, ‘ the 
rocky country rises into hills, a proper basis of the 
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{HmderouH above; wliore huge etnhodied rocks j 

lie piled on cnie. anoilier, and mAm to prop the lii^h arch 
of lH^a»Vinu H(a' with what tronibling Hlops poor man¬ 
kind tread the narrow brink of the dcu'.p prccipiceB ! 

From whene-e wiili gidtly la^rror they look down, miH- 
trustiiig iWv.n the ground UiUrt he.n,rH tliein; whilst tlK 3 y 
hear the. hollow sound of torrents undeanauith, and see 
tlu3 ruin (if the iiup^uidiitg rock with falling trees wlucli 
hang with their nHits upward and setan to draw more 
ruin after them/ This is not naUly a deBcription of a 
mountain, hut of a rather big huulslip. A touch or 
two of similar hading ought to he discmverahlo in the 
leth'rs (if Lady Mary W<irtl(\y Mouhigu, who passod 
Btmie years at Lovtaaa citi the laigocrisiio, and dosorvcB 
Hciin(‘ en’dit for tlu* nunarktUatit is a phua^ * thoinoBt 
iHauitifully ronuuitie slui ever saw in her life/ The 
enthuHiasin ratlu?r low's its elTtud when we find her dis- 
eovm'ing a (dosi' tHismuhtance hidwtaiu Loviire and Tun- 
hridge Witlls, and afterwards eompariug the gardens to 
those on Uitdniuind llilh Wiicoine to more distinct incli- 
catiuns of tlui modmm tmidemnes in the following gene¬ 
ration. Horace Walpole anticipatial the taste of later 
tiimm in tins as in many other ways, Walpole had ven¬ 
tured to declare (3xplicutly that Gothic arcdiiteeture w^as 
at once ‘ magnificent and gentend; ’ and we might expect 
that hii would htistow ecpially judicious praise upon 
the grander efTects of Alpine scimery. OOhe following 
passage*,, written in ITJhd, may show that a hue gentle- 
tmiu of the rising generation could even then manufao- j 
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ture a very fair imitation of modern niptnrog. ‘ lint 
the road, West, the road!' he exclnima, on his way to 
the Grande Chartreuse, ‘ win<Ung round a {inaliftious 
mountain and surrounded with others, nil shaj'i^i’d with 
hanging woods, obscured with pines and lost in eiouds ! 
Below, a torrent breaking througli clilTs, and tmnhling 
through fragments of rocks! Hheets of i-HHcath^ furc'ing 
their silver speed, and hasting into the roughmied 
river at the bottom! Now and then an old font-iiridge, 
with a broken rail, a loiuiing cross, a cottage, or the 
ruins of a hermitage I This sounds too liondaist and 
romantic for one that has not seen it, too cold for onrs 
that has. If I could send you iny letter post hetween 
two lovely tempests that echoed eswdi other’s wmth, 
you might have some idea of this noldn roaring seonit, 
as you were reading it.’ This is at least etpml to the 
modern guide-book. Walpole’s friend Conway, a 
year or two later, declares that the Illiine shows tho 
‘ most rude romantic scenery, the most Salvator Thma 
you ever saw.’ And Gray wrote a Latin ode at 
the Chartreuse, which later travellers froquojttly quote 
as sublime, about the ‘ niveas rapes ’ and ‘ fura juga,’ 

Clirosque prasniptog, gona»t« 

Inter aquas, nemorumqui nootim* 

Gray, indeed, has had the credit, on the strength of 
his letters from the Lakes in 1769, of having set the 
fashion of mountaineering. The olaitn is clearly 
untenable; but, to do him justice, I may quote one 
aspiration for which we may give him due oredit, 
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8 ii<>akinf 5 of a yovmg SwiHB travollor, ho says, ‘I have 
a partiality for him hocauKo ho was born amongst 
rnoiintaiiiH, and talliH of tliom with onthuHiasm; of the 
fortislH of piiii'H wliic.h grow dark(‘.r aiid darker as you 
aHcoiid, till the nnmorum noxm completed and you are 
forotid to grope your way; of tho cries of eagles and 
other birds of prey adding to tho horror; in short, of 
all the wonders of his country which disturb my slum- 
la-rs in Lovingland.’ Tho travtdler, ho adds, must stay 
ainoiithalJ^iirich to lenrnOenuan, ‘and the mountains 
niust ho traversed on foot, arcc des (jrimipons aux mains 
and shoes of a peculiar construction. I'd give my 
ears to try! ’ Ihudiaps it is as well that ho did not try 
with ‘grimpons' on his hands; but Gray may have the 
credit of at, h'ast aspiring to become a genuine tourist 
at a period when tho journey involved such serious 
preparations. 

In Walpole’s ecstasies there is, it may be, something 
of an artificial ring. We foci that ho would have been 
capable of ortwting a sham mountain at Strawberry 
Hill, or manufacturing a toy cascade, and thinking 
his playthings pretty nearly as good as tho originals. 
Soma men, who might perhaps have shown a deeper 
fooling, wore incapacitated by the simple want of 
opportunity. There is a melancholy passage in 
Cowper's * Task ’ whore ho desoribos the view from an 
‘ cminonce ’ in tho neighbourhood of Olney. Nobody 
can iloubt that Oowper was tho very man to love 
mountain scenery; but what is a poor poet to do with 
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such mountains aB rise on tlic'. liankH of tlio (htne? A 
commentator informs us tliat tho vi^w from llifn, tiio 
nearest approach to the Alps in that dihfriei^ waa 
‘ bounded on the north by a lofty tjuiekHi'i hotline. 1 he 
imagination that would not hv. eraniprd by a ^luirkwf, 
hedge would be capable of raising the in 

the dignity of the Atlantic, or painting Nia'^ira from 
Teddington Weir. Amongst the earlier poids of i!m 
century there is at least ont^ who liad the hemdil 
of nobler models. It is propc’r, I bold, to admire 
Thomson’s ' Seasons,' and there, is a certain numlan* cd 
persons who are capable of working ujlmiringly ilirough 
many hundred lines of descanplivo blank vi^rse. Mvmi 
Wordsworth admits that Tlmmson was a genuine 
observer of nature, though of course Im takes care ti* 
add that he was admired rather for Ins faults than for 
his beauties. Now Thomson kmov the Kcolidi hillii; 
or, to use his own dialect, Ins Muw! bad seen 

Oalodonia in romaniio view, 

Her airy mountainB from Um waviest nmiit 
invoated with a ko.(m cUlTuHivt! nky, 

Breathing the soul acute; her foveiUn Imga, 

Incult, robust, and tall, by nature’s hantl 
Planted of old; her a'/.uro lakes between, 

Poured out oxtemsivo and of watery wealth 
Full; winding deep and green her fertile valrii. 

And so on; ■which, if not very exalted pnclry, ln-nfH at 
least some traces of firsthand touches from the land 
of lochs and moors. These and other vorHos ihmerve 
more credit when we remouihor that they wisro written 
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jiwt at tho Hama time whi'ii Captain Burt (quoted by 
Lard Macaulay an a, H[M'duuui (d lh<^ contemporary 
iasfaO WiH (ieciaritq^ hin (lecid<al prefercaice of liich- 
monel Hill t{> tlm (iramj^iann. Moreovtir ThoiuBon 
had to Hirug'.de a^aluHt a diHeiualificatiou only h?HH 
HiadouB thiiu that of the i^esnoral indilTerenco of the 
iiiiHu lie was, W(^ know, * more fat than bard hcmeeniH/ 
and, many as arei the virluert whidi naturally fall to 
tlm lot ed tlu) fii.t» a true appr(u*ia.tion of mountain 
Hceiiery can hardly he ntckomal among them. When 
a mnrfH circnmfe.rcumo lauirnnion^ than a C(*rtain ratio 
to hia altitude, lu‘ preiin*H the plainn iti the bottom of 
liis Htnil. Stu’h ndmira.ti(m, therefons an Tliomson 
could expn^HH in dotihly valuahhu I will venture to 
<{uote iuu* more|aisHage a,H a fair Hpecinum, whi(di may 
lie |mt alongaidtj of BynadH often quoted tliundcr- 
itortn, w!u*re 

.lara at»r>w?n'fi frfun lu'r nUnty nUrtiml 

Hack that call to her aknuL 

Thomson'H ve.rHitm in an foUowH; 

Cktrnarvt.m’ii tncnmtainn raj!:<»u loud 
The rc|a’i‘CMHs<tv*i natr; with mighty anoih 
late tho aiiiatiiig d«H»|) from tht! hugo rtioka 
Of IkifimiMamiawr heaped hidiantH to tlo' r4<y, 

Tumble ilm imnttmi olilh}, and Hnowdon’s peak 
IH«:iolvina» imiiani yioldn hin wintry load ; 

Far iiocu tho htughtii of hoathy Olioviot lda'/.t^» 

Ami Thulb bidlowH through hor utniont iuloa. 

Tlu'Hf, if I miKtakd tint., aro giiod Honorous linos ; 
thnni'h tho navour ratlior strongly of the 

gigantoHiiuo; anti tho storm is made to roar a little 
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too much in ‘Ercles’ vein.' Tin; momiliuim arc, ao 
to speak, still in the backgroiitul. The lK»clr>' may 
remind us of an honest citizen of Berne who had 
been in the habit of conHuming his evening pipe on 
the terrace above the Aar. lie huge forms in 
the distance, almost beautiful when lighted by the 
setting sun, but more often looming in vague suh- 
limity through a distinct haze, and gathering Htorms 
about their mysterious suminitH. Ho ju;vcr thinks of 
approaching more closely, and holds that 

The pikes, of darkness named and fimr and 

well deserve their titles. Thorason could iidmir«! his 
native hills, but he liked thorn best a long way off, and 
could meditate most cheerfully on the frosty (la ucjihum 
when it warmed his imagination by a comfortable fire¬ 
side. His mountains are always vague, gloomy, ami 
distant ; and his wanderings do not stretch hoyond the 
cultivated regions at their feet. It ia a melancholy 
fact, too, that in one description ho makes the summit of 
a certain hypothetical mountain in Abyssinia ‘ stretch 
for many a league.’ 

The growth of the modern spirit might prob¬ 
ably be further illustrated from Ossian -if it were 
now possible for any human being raised south 
of the Tweed to read more than a page or two 
of that strange twaddle whose amazing jropularity 
throughout Europe is a curious puzzle to our gene¬ 
ration. Wordsworth labours to prove, what seems to be 
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stuffioioiiily piilimblo, that his mountains are wrctcliod 
daubs, and utterly unsatis factory to any original ob- 
server. Still a tasto for daubs may be the precursor of 
an appreciation of more genuine portraits. Certainly 
there is something signilicant in the amazing appetite 
of men in that generation for trash which the humblest 
stomach now rejtfcts witli indignation. Even Goetlio, 
for example, contlescenda to illustrate some remarks 
altout the scenery at BchalThausen by a reference to 
MacPlu'rson’s lioinbast- Of Goethe’s original remarks 
on the same subject it would be importinent to offer 
any Hpecimens. It is enough to say that he has made 
some pliiloHOjihical remarks on the beautuis of Alpine 
Hcemtry in his letters from Hwitzerland, and that his 
enthusiasm about the ‘ imntlcnclumcs WuUkthal ’ and 
the appalling dangttrs of the b'urka rather outruns 
the zeal of the present generation. It would bo 
{ujually absurd to (pudci passages from the groat 
English poets of the beginning of this century and 
to prov(t that Scott, Wordsworth, Shelloy, and Byron 
1ov<kI the niountains and expounded their teaching with 
a power which has »net with no rivalry. We are in 
hrftad daylight, and have no need to remark that the 
Ktm is shining. 1 neod only remark how much their 
p<Kitry is affcaded, not only by mountain beauty in 
gemsral, but by the special districts wliioh were most 
congeuial to them. 

The liitke mountains disoourse very excellent music, 
and Bometinuw in favourable moments can rise to the 
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sublimity of the great odo on the ‘ IntiiiiaiinnH of Im¬ 
mortality,’ or the song at the feast of Ilroughiim ('nslle. 
But it must be confessed that they are a lif t It; too 
much infested by the ‘ sleep that is among the lonely 
hills,’ and can oven at times droj) into the Hat prose 
which fills certain jiages of tlio ‘ blxeiirsion.' We can 
understand how a poet brought up at their feet should 
labour under a permanent confusion of ideas hetwa en 
Providence and the late Duke of Wellitigton a do- 
lusion which would have hoen senreeiy eoueeivahle 
amongst the great central ridges wliieh have shaped 
a continent and fashioned the history of the world. 
Scott, too, might have hoen stimulated to ii loffi«*r 
strain by the tonic of a few good glaeiirs and 
avalanches in place of his dumpy heather-clad hills. 

Coleridge, Byron, and Bholloy havo eiudi sung 
hymns, after their fashion, to Mont Blanc. Ooleridgtj 
makes the monarch of mountains preatdi a very excel¬ 
lent sermon, though I fear it is a plagiarism. Tlumo 
are some good touches, as in the lines 

Around thoo and above 
Deep is the air and dark, BubutanfctaUy bl&ek* 

An ebon mass; methiiiks tlu)u pierceMt it 
As with a wodgo: 

but we feel him to bo more at liomo in the fantastic 
and gloomy scenery of ‘Kuhla Khan’ or tho magical 
icebergs of the ‘ Ancient Mariner.’ The mountain air 
is not congenial to opium-eating. Byron's mouiitaiiia 
treat us to some fine vigorous poetry, and havo filled 
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pnpTilar with appr(vj>ri;tlo (iiiohitionB, but 

tlu'y iirc'^ jimt a littlo im nnxiouB to ('.xprosB their 
<u>iii(uupt for luiuildnd. To uiy IuhIc^ though I speak 
wiili clihidiiH’o, Shelloy’H pof^iry in iu the tnont com¬ 
plete, harmony with the Hnaiery of tlu», higher Alps; 
aiul f think it highly eredifiihle to the mountains that 
they nhouhl agr(‘rt ho admirahly with the most poetical 
of poetn. He telln uh that hin familiarity with Bind) 
Hccaiery wan one of his qualilicatiouH. * I have been 
fatuilinr/ he uayHi * from iKtyluHnl with mountainB and 
InkeH lUtil tlu* sea suu! the Holitude of fon^sts; danger, 
which Hporin upon the brink of priHupict'H lum aauuny 
jdaymate; 1 have trodden tljepJacierHof the AlpB and 
lived undca* (he vyv of Mont .Hhuic.’ jicHidcH the 
lines written in the Vale of (lliamouni, his exipUHitc 
jHenso ftu' the eilna*enl laamty of the high mountainB 
pervadc^H his whole pfjc'try* There* isHomethingeHBon- 
tially congenial t(* hia imagination in llio thin atmo- 
Hphen* of the. upper regions, with its didicate hues and 
tihsiiuM^ of tangible human interest. Ho Iovob the 
c^kmds, and waltdies them folding and sunning, lighted 
tip hy the * Hiuiguine Hunrise with his meteor eyes/ or 
j^iithered into Holiil masHim, lianging * Hunhea.m proof, 
over It torrent Head with mdlag^ging (ailhuHiaHim Now 
tile* sptHual glory of mountain seenery, as Goothe has 
tcild US, is tliattliecdomlsdonot there |)rc?HentthcmiHelves 
mm Hat carpt*tH spread ove.r the sky, hut (uiable us to 
wiilcli them as they form and dinporBo, and roll up 
fclie Hides of the gigantic peaks. All tlirough the 
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‘Prometheus Unbound’ we fool oursolvort to \m roaliy 
looking out from the top of soino ‘ osiglo-haflliug' poak, 
not yet vulgarised by associations with guides and 
picnics. We are where 

The keen sky-cieavlng mofiolaini 
From icy spiroa of Bunliko ratli&iir’i! Iling 
Tho dawn, as lifted Ocean’s dazxlitig 54priiy, 

From som© Atlantio islet scattered up, 

Spangles the wind with iantplike walcrdrp|ii, 

And can hear 

the rushing anow, 

The sun-awakenod avaiimchii whowi ma*m 
- Thrice sifted by the storm had gaih«r*»il Imri!, 

Flake after flake, in heavon«tlefying iihndi 
As thought by tliought is piled, till aotne great tniih 
Is loosened, and tho nations echo ronnd, 

Shaken to their roots, as do tho niountiuns rwiw. 

Coleridge’s mountains of course uddueo ox(u-lIr*nt 
arguments in favour of theism; Byron’s indulge in 
a few sneers at tho insignificanco of mankind; and 
Shelley’s have ‘ a voice to repeal large codes of fraud 
and woe, not understood by all,’ and, it is to be feared, 
not very clearly by the poet himself. But all of them 
are genuine mountains, so to speak, of Jbmh and blood, 
not mere theatrical properties constructed at setumd- 
hand from old poetical commonplaces. It is tniriuus 
from this point of view to compare them with tho 
mountains of another great poet, which wero utduckily 
constructed according to his natural motliod, out cd 
his own self-consciousness, or, rather, by the more roally 
characteristic method of indefatigable cram. Bcbillot 
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endeavours to give the local colour to ‘ William Toll ’ 
l)y dint of inserting little bits of guide-book information 
about Swit/iorland. But Schiller had never seen the 
AI^ih, and, in spite of cuu'tain criticisms in the true con¬ 
ventional spirit, I venture to assort that the fact is 
evident to every reiuhir who in that respect has the 
iidvantage over him. lie is aware, indeed, that cer¬ 
tain forests main taiiusl for protection against avalanches 
arecalled lUinnwnld, that there is a thing called a Staiih- 
Ituvine, that hay-cutting is a dangerous trade, that 
chamois-huntt'.rs do (or do not) cut their feet to glue 
themsolvcjs to the rocks with their blood, and so on. 
Home of his elaborate, cram is brought in by the rather 
cilumsy dovic.e, of making an Alpine peasant give in¬ 
formation to his sons about matters which are as 
familiar to thorn as the nature of an omnibus to a 
young cockney; but that is a pardonable error in a 
playwright. Neither can I complain that an innocent 
reader would probably infe.r, from Hchillor’s account, 
that one of tho nrost dangerous feats in Swiss travel¬ 
ling is to cross the Lake of Lucerne in a very big barge, 
for that is naturally suggested by tho incident in Toll’s 
story. But I confess that I am rather araasicd by tho 
story of tho gallant Arnold von Melchthal, who recounts 
his tremendous adventures to the conspirators at the 
Biitli. Ho made, it seems, an expedition— 

Duroh dor Suronnon furolitbaroB Gobirg, 

and there he is driven to tho direst expedients. He 

F 
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has actually to drink glacit^r-walfr, ami to slocp in 
abandoned chalets. If a cliaint)iH-hu!it<T Kliuuld (sn- 
deavour to excite the compaHsion of his ('onirjwh-a by 
the recital of such expedients, I very much fear that 
he would be strongly advised to abandon his profession. 
Glacier-water used to be considered as a remedy for 
many diseases, and though the popular superstition is 
now in the opposite direction, any traveller, poet or 
peasant, is too glad to have ati oeeasional draught. 
Sleeping in a deserted chalet is the ludght of luxury, 
unless we must suppose that tlie brave (uinspirator was 
daunted at the thought of Ibais. The passage strikes 
us rather as if a man who had lutver seen the. ocean 
should represent Columbus asdeterred from crossing the 
Atlantic chiefly by the thouglit of soa-sickmiSH. That 
‘ William Tell ’ is an admirable play in otlier resimcts 
may be undeniable; but I confess it ai)pearH to me to 
be a practical warning that the genuine local colouring 
cannot beextractod from books; and that, in short,oven 
a poet had bettor see a place bedore ho iittemptH to 
describe it. 

I will not undertake to sum up the conclusions 
which might be drawn from those rather desultory 
remarks. My readers—for I may assume that my 
readers are mountain-lovers-—will agree that tho lov<* 
of mountains is intimately connected with all that is 
noblest in human nature. If no formal denumstration 
of that truth be possible, our faith in it will bo not tho 
less firm, and all the more meritorious. The true faith 
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in tlu'HC'. inn,tiers is not indeed a bigoted or exclusive 
creed. I love everything in tlie shajiG of a mountain, 
from Mont Illanc down to Hanipstead Hill; but I 
also have some roga,rd for the Feu Country and the 
Hats of Holland. Mountain scenery is the antithesis 
not HO much of thi! iilains as of the commonplace. Its 
charm li(!H in its vigorous originality ; and if political 
philosophers Hjieak the truth, which I admit to be 
an exceedingly doulitful [iroposition, the great danger 
of moibrii times consists in our loss of that quality. 
One man, so it is said, grows more like another; 
national eostumes die out before monotonous black hats 
aiul coats; wt^ all naid the same newspapers, talk the 
sanui twaddl(>,, are hound by tins same laws of propriety, 
and are submitting to a uniform imposition of dull 
nsspiadahility. Homo day, it is supposed, wo shall all 
bo under the orders of a Frussian drill-sergeant; and, 
as M. Michelet d(!cla.r(!H in his book on the mountains, 
ItirnhjariU. fm'mdrtt, 1 do not (Uiter upon those wide 
80(!ial <iuestionH beyond expressing, by way of paren¬ 
thesis, a general dishtdiid in all human pnaliotions; 
but I confess that, especially as regards scenery, there 
is soinidhing to ho said for such melanclioly fore¬ 
bodings. Lord Macaulay, for o.xample, announces 
with extnuno satisfaction the advent of a happy day, 
when cultivation will spread to the top of Ilelvellyn, 
and I'lugland, w«s must suppose, will bo one gigantic 
ploughed Held, with oc.easional patcluss of coal smoke. 
Still more api«illing is the prospect revealed to us by 
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some American patriots. Their statiHti<>Hl prophecieH 
about the Mississippi valley have given me o<>easional 
nightmares. Conceive of a gigantic cheHs-bnurd many 
hundreds of miles in length and briaidth, with each 
square so lihe its neighbours that any twf) might lui 
changed in the night without its inhabifantH detecting 
the difference; suppose each sipianUo be inbHbit<'d by 
several millions of human beings as like ns the denizens 
of an ant-hill; all of tlumi highly educated pcrsomH. 
brought up under school boards and public. nieelingH 
and church organisations, with no political or Hociai 
grievances; and, in short, as somebody culls them, 
intelligent and godfearing citiziais. The imagination 
fairly recoils fromtho prospect in lu>rror. We long to 
believe that some earthquake may tlirow up a few 
mountain-ranges and partition off the country, so as 
to give its wretched inhabitants acliamui of tlovoloping 
a few distinctive peculiarities. Yet everywlicsro tlm 
same phenomenon is being repeated on a smaller scale. 
Life, we shall soon be saying, would bo tolerable if it 
were not for our fellow-creatures. They come about 
us like bees, and as we cannot well destroy them, we 
are driven to fly to some safe asylum. The Alps, as yet, 
remain. They are places of refuge whore wo may esciipo 
from ourselves and from our neighbours. Tlusro we 
can breathe air that has not passed through a million 
pair of lungs; and drink water in which the ac.utest 
philosophers cannot discover the germs of imbmcrniahlo 
diseases. There the blessed fields are in no danger of 
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bf'iiip; ‘ hux/if'd and mai^od with the devil’s own team.’ 
TlioHC detcMtahle {juralkdoRrams, which cut up English 
scenery with tlusir inonoionovifl hedgerows, are sternly 
confined to th(! V!i.li(!y. The rocks and the glaciers 
have a (“haracU^r of their own, and are not undergoing 
th(i wearisoine process of civilisation. Tlicy look down 
ujion tiH as they looked down upon Hannibal, and 
despise our wretched hurrowings at their base. Human 
sotnety ha.s been adaptt'd to the scenery, and has not 
forced the scenery to wear its livery. It is true, and 
it is sad, that the mountains thomsclvos are coming 
down; day by day the stones are rattling in multitudes 
from th(» flanks of the mighty cliffs; and even the 
ghud<a'H, it would seenn, are retreating sulkily into the 
deiijtcr fastnesses of the high valleys. And yet wo may 
safely say, as we can say of little (dse, that the Alps 
will last our time. They have seen out a good many 
generations, and imets yet unborn will try to find 
something new to say in their honour. Meanwhile it 
should be -1 can hardly say it is—tho purpose of the 
following pages to prove that whilst all good and wise 
nnm micessarily love tho mountains, those love them 
best who have, wandered longest in their recesses, and 
havii most endangcu'od their own lives and those of their 
guidtis in the attempt to open out routes amongst 
them. 
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CIIAFTEK III 

ASCENT OF TUB SOIIllECKUOnN 

Most people, I imagine, have oca’anioiially Hyiii' 
pathised with the presumptuous gontletiian who wislmd 
that he had been consulted at the (U'eation of the 
world. It is painfully easy for a dweller in lied ford- 
shire or the Great Sahara to suggest material improve¬ 
ments in the form of the earth’s Hurfae.o. There are, 
however, two or three districts in which the arehi- 
tecture of nature displays so inarve.llouH a fertility of 
design, and such oxepusito powers of grouping the 
various elements of beauty, that the builders of tho 
Parthenon or of the noblest Gothic catlnalrals could 
scarcely have altered them for the better. Faults itiay 
of course be found with many of the details ; a land¬ 
scape gardener would throw in a lake here, there he 
would substitute a precipice for a gentle incline, and 
elsewhere he would crown a mountain by a more 
aspiring summit, or base it on a more imposing mass. 
Stm I will venture to maintain that there are districts 
where it is captious to find fault; and foremost amonpt 
them I should place the three best known glacier 
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HyHtcmB of tiro Alpn. 3<lacli of thorn is distinguished 
by (diuractcristici lioautics. Tho mighty dome of Mont 
IManc, soaring high above the ranges of aiguilles, 
much as Bt. I’anl’s rises above the, spires of the City 
chundies, is pfS'liapH the noble,st of single mountain 
masses. Tho intricate labyrinths of ice and snow that 
spread westwards from tlie Monte Jtosa, amongst 
tlio liigh pesaks of tho Pennine range, are worthy of 
their central monument, the unrivalled obelisk of tho 
Matterhorn. Ihit neither Ghamouni nor Zermatt, 
in my opinion, is ecjual in grandeur and originality 
of design to the JJorncsoOberland. No earthly object 
that I have ae(',n approaches in grandeur to tho 
stupendous mountain wall whoso battlements over¬ 
hang in mid-air the villages of liuuterhrunnen and 
(irindolwald ; the lowru' liills that rise beneath it, like 
the long Atlantie rollers beaten back from the granite 
(diffs on our western coast, are a most effective contrast 
to its Ht(!rn magnificence; in the whole Alps there is no 
ice-stream to be compared to the noble Alotsch glacier, 
sweeping iii one majestic, curve from tho crest of tho 
ridge down to the forests of tho llhono valley; no 
mountains, not even tlui uiguilles of Mont Blanc, or 
the Matterhorn itsrdf, can show a more graceful out¬ 
line than tho hliger -that monster, as we may fancy, in 
the act of bounding from tho earth ; and the Wetter- 
horn, with its huge basomont of cliffs contrasted with 
the snowy cone that soars so lightly into tho air above, 
seems to mo to bo a very masterpiece in a singularly 



72 


TEE PLAYGROUND OF EUItOrK 


difficult style; but indeed every one of the seven 
familiar summits, whose very names stand alone in fho 
Alps for poetical significance—the Maiden, the ^fonk, 
the Ogre, the Storm Pike, the Ik^rror Pike, and the 
Dark Aar Pike-would each repay the most careful 
study of the youthful designer. Four of these, the 
Jungfrau, Mdnch, Eiger, and Wetterhorn, stand lik.^ 
watchhouses on the edge of the cliffs. The Jungfrau 
was the second of the higher peaks to be clinilHal; its 
summit was reached in 1828, inoius than forty years 
after Saussure’s first ascent of Mont Plane. 'J'ho 
others, together with the Fitistcraarhorn and Ali'tsch- 
hom, had fallen before the zeal of Hwiss, German, 
and English travellers; but in 18(51 theBchreckhorn, 
the most savage and forbidding of all in its aspect, 
still frowned defiance upon all comers. 

The Schreckhorner form a ridge of rocky peaks, 
forking into two ridges about its centre, tins ground- 
plan of which may thus be compared to the letter Y. 
The foot of this Y represents the nortliern extremity, 
and is formed by the massive Mettenborg, whoso broad 
faces of cliff divide the two glaciers at Grindolwald. 
Half-way along the stem rises the point called the Littlo 
Schreckhorn. The two chief summits rise close to¬ 
gether at the point where the Y forks. The thicker 
of the two branches represents the black lino of cliffs 
running down to the Abschwung; the thinner repre¬ 
sents the range of the Strahlhoruor, crossed by the 
Strahleck pass close to its origin. Mr. Anderson, in 
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tho first scries of ‘ Peaks and Passes,’ describes an 
attempt to ascend tlio Bchreckborn, made by him 
under most unfavouralde circumstances; one of his 
guides, a-mongst otlicjr misfortunes,being knocked down 
by a failing stone, wiiilst the whole party were nearly 
swe^jt away by an avalaiudie. His courage, however, 
did not meet with the reward it fully deserved, as bad 
weather mad('. it itupossiblo for him to attempt more 
than the Little Bchr(!ckhorn, the summit of which ho 
Htmccoded in reaching. A more successful attack had 
boon made, by MM. Desor and Eschor von dor Linth, 
in 1842. Starting from the Btrahlcck, they had 
climbed, with considorablo difficulty, to a ridge loading 
appaiamtly to tins summit of the Schrcckhorn. After 
following this for some distance, they were brought to 
a stand-still by a suddem depression some ton or twelve 
fcc.t in depth, whic.h was succeeded by a very sharp 
ardte of snow. Wlnlst they wore hesitating what to 
do, one of tlic guidcis, in spite of a warning shriek 
from his companions, and without waiting for a rope, 
Buddcnly sprang down so as to alight astride of the 
ridge. They followed him more cautiously, and, ani¬ 
mated to the task by a full view of the summit, forced 
their way slowly along a very narrow and dangerous 
arcto. They reached the top at last triumphantly, 
and, looking round at the view, discovered, to their 
no small disgust, that to the north of them was another 
summit. They had indeed proved, by a trigonometrical 
observation, that that on which they stood was the 
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highest; but in spite of trigonometry, the tuirtliorn 
peak persisted in looking down on tlu-in. As it was 
cut off from them by a long and impracticalik? areto 
some three hundred yards (in my opinion more) in 
length, they could do nothing but return, aixl oldain 
another trigonometrical observation. 'J'his tinu^ tho 
northern peak came out twenty-seven nii’tri's (about 
eighty-eight feet) the higher. It was, apparently, the 
harder piece of work. Even big Ulrich Ijaue.ner 
(who, I must admit, is rather given to croaking) once, 
said to me, it was like the Mathjrhoru, big above; a,ml 
little below, and ho would have nothing to do with it. In 
1861, however, the prestigeof the mountains was rapidly 
declining. Many a noble peak, which a fe.w years be¬ 
fore had written itself inaccossiblo in all guido-books, 
hotel registers, and poetical descriptions t)f tho Alps, 
had fallen an easy victim to tho skill and courage of 
Swiss guides, and the ambition of their employers. In 
spite, therefore, of the supposed diflicultioH, I was 
strongly attracted by the charms of this last uncompiored 
stronghold of the Oberland. Was there not some iufmi- 
tesimal niche in history to bo occupied by its succossful 
assailant ? The Schreckhorn will probably outlast oven 
the British Constitution and the Thirty-nine ArticI(;H ; 
so long as it lasts, and so long as Murray and lbu;dekor 
describe its wonders for the benefit of succemsive gene¬ 
rations of tourists, its first conqueror may be carried 
down to posterity by clinging to its skirts. If ambition 
whispered some such nonsense to my oar, and if I did 
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not reply that we arc all destined to immortal fame so 
long as parish registers and the second column of the 
‘Times’ survives, I hope to ho not too severely blamed. 
I was old enough to know bettor, it is true; but this 
happened some years ago: and since then I have had 
time to repent of many things. 

Accordingly, on the night of August 13, 1861, I 
found myself the occupant of a small hole under a big 
rock near the northern foot of the Straldoek. Owing 
to had diplumac.y, 1 was encumbered with throe guides 
—Ikiter and Oliristian Michel, and Christian Kauf- 
mann— all of tluun good men, but one, if not two, too 
many. As the grey morning light gradually stole 
into our Vmrrow, I woke up with a sense of lively im¬ 
patience—-not diminished, perhaps, by the fact that one 
side of nu! scenned to be permanently impressed with 
every knob in a singularly cross-grained bit of rock, 
and the otlior with every bone in Kaufmann’s body. 
Hwallowing a bit of l)read, I declared myself ready. 
An early start is of course always desirable before a 
hard day’s work, but it rises to bo almost agreeable 
after a hard night’s remt. This did not seem to be old 
I’eter Miclnd’s opinion. Ho is the very model of a 
sliort, thick, broad mountaineer, with the constitution 
of a piece of seasoned oak; a placid, not to say stolid, 
temper ; and an illimitable appetite. Ho sat opposite 
mo for some half-hour, calmly munching bread and 
cheese, and meat and butter, at four in the morning, 
on a frozen bit of turf, under a big stone, as if it were 
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the most reasonable thing a man could do (indcr the 
circumstances, and as though such tilings as tlio 
Schreckhorn and impatient tourists had no exislciu'e. 
A fortnight before, as I was told, ho had calmly sat 
out all night, half-way up the I'liger, with a str<‘am of 
freezing water trickling over liim, acconipatucd by 
an unlucky German, whoso feet received frost-hiteson 
that occasion from which they wero still in danger, 
while old Michel had not a chilblain. 

And here let me makcono rcauark, tosavo repetition 
in the following pages. I utterly repudiate the, doctrino 
that Alpine travellers arc or ought to Ixi the heroes of 
Alpine adventures. The true way at least to describo 
all my Alpine ascents is tluit Michel or Atideregg or 
Lauener succeeded in performing a fi'atre([uiring skill, 
strength, and courage, the difficulty of which was inueh 
increased by the difficulty of taking with him his knap¬ 
sack and his employer. If any passages in the sueceed- 
ingpages convey the impression that I claim any credit 
except that of following hotter men tlian mystdf with 
decent ability, I disavow them in advance and do penance 
for them in my heart. Other travellers have been 
more independent: I speak for myself alone. Mean¬ 
while I will only delay my narrative to donounco one 
other heresy—that, namely, which assorts that guides 
are a nuisance. Amongst the greatest of Alpine plea¬ 
sures is that of learning to appreciate the capacities 
and cultivate the good will of a singularly intelligent 
and worthy class of men. I wish that all men of the 
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Rame class, in England and olsowhero, wore as indo- 
pcndnnt, well-informed, and trustworthy as Swiss 
niountaino.i!rH! And now, having discharged my con- 
scie.nce, I tui-n to my story. 

At last, about half-past four, wo got deliberately 
under weigh. Our first two or three hours’ work was 
(>a,Hy enough. The two summits of the Rchreckhorn 
form as it were the horns of a vast crescent of precipice 
which runs round a secondary glacier, on the eastern 
hank of the Grindolwahl ghicier. This glacier is skirted 
on the south hy the ordinary Btrahlcck route. The 
cliffs ahovo it a,re for the most part bare of snow, and 
scored hy deei) trenches or gullies, the paths of ava¬ 
lanches, and of the still more terrible showers of stones 
which, in the later part of the day, maybe scon every 
five minuti's lUscharged down the flank of the moun¬ 
tain. 1 WHS very sanguine that we should reach the 
arete connecting the two peaks. I felt doubtful, how¬ 
ever, whether we could pass along it to the summit, 
as it might bo interrupted by some of those gaps wliich 
so nearly stopped Desor’s party. Old TVIichel indeed 
had declared, on a reconnoitring expedition I had made 
with him the day before, that ho believed, ‘ stai/ und 
fcHt,’ that we could get up. But as wo climbed the 
glacier my faith in Michel and Go. began to sink, not 
from any failing in their skill as guides, but from the 
enormous appe.tites wliich they still chose to exhibit. 
Every driblet of water scorned to ho inseparably con¬ 
nected in their minds with a drop of brandy, and every 
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flat stone suggested an open-air picnic. Perhaps iiiy 
impatience rather exaggerated their deliinjuenciea in 
this direction ; but it was not till past seven, when wo 
had deposited the heavy part of our baggage, and, to 
my delight, most of the provisions on a ledge riea,r 
the foot of the rocks, that they fairly woko up, and 
settled to their task. From that time I had no more, 
complaints to make. We soon got hard and steadily 
at work, climbing the rocks which form the sonth<>rn 
hank of one of the deeply-carved gullitis of which I 
have spoken. It seemed clear to me that the summit 
of the Schreckhorn, which was invisible to us at present, 
was on the other side of this ravine, its nortlic>rn liaiik 
being in fact formed by a huge buttress running 
straight down from the peak. This buttress was cut 
into steps, by cliffs so steep as to be porfoc.tly imprac¬ 
ticable ; in fact, I believe that in one place it abso¬ 
lutely overhung. It was tborofore necessary to keep 
to the other side ; but I felt an unpleasant suspicion 
that the head of the ravine might correspond with an 
impracticable gap in the arete. 

Meanwhile we had simply a steady piece of rock- 
climbing. Christian Michel, a first-rate cragsman, led 
the way. Kaufmann followed, and, as we clung to the 
crannies and ledges of the rock, relieved his mind by 
sundry sarcasms as to the length of arm and log which 
enabled me to reach points of support without putting 
my limbs out of joint—an advantage, to say the truth, 
which he could well afford to give away. The rocks 
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were atfwipand Hli]i])ery, and occasionally covered with a 
coat of ice. We w(iro frequently flattened out against 
the rocks, like beasts of ill repute nailed to a barn, with 
fingers and toes inserted into four different cracks 
which testcid the elasticity of our frames to the utter¬ 
most. Btill our progri'ss though slow was steady, and 
would have been agreeable if only our minds could 
have been at (!aso with regard to that detestable ravine. 
Wo could not obtain a glimpse of tlie final ridge, and 
we might be. hopelessly stopped at the last step. Mean¬ 
while, as wo looked round, we could see the glacier 
basins gradually sinking, and the sharp pyramid of the 
B’insteraarhorn shooting upwards above them. Gradu¬ 
ally, too, the distant ranges of Alps climbed higher 
and higlusr up the southern horizon. Fro)n Mont 
Blanc to Monte Kosa, and away to the distant Bernina, 
ridge lieyond ndgo rose into the sky, with many a 
well-rtiinemlau’c.d old friend amongst them. In two 
or throe hours’ work wo had risen high enough to look 
over the ridge connecting the two peaks, down the 
long roaches of the Aar glaciers. A fow minutes after¬ 
wards wo cauglit sight of a row of black dots creeping 
over the snows of the Btrahleck. With a telescope I 
could just distinguish a friend whom I had met the day 
before at Grindelwald. A loud shout from ua brought 
back a faint reply or echo. Wo wore already high 
above the pass. Still, liowovor, that last arote re¬ 
mained portinaoiously invisible. A few more steps, if 
steps is a word applicable to progression by hands as 
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well as feet, placed us at last on the great ridge of the 
mountain, looking down upon the tiauteriiiu* Battel. 
But the ridge rose between us and the peak into a kind 
of knob, which allowed only a few yards of it to be 
visible. The present route, as I believe}, lends to the 
ridge at the point further from the summit of the 
mountain. We were, however, near the point wlicre a 
late melancholy accident will, it is to ho hoped, impress 
upon future travellers the necessity of a scrupulous 
adherence to all recognised precautions. The scene 
was in itself significant enough for men of weak nerves. 
Taking a drop of brandy all round, we turned to tlui 
assault, feeling that a few yards more would decide tlui 
question. On our right hand the long slopes of snow 
ran down towards the Lauteraar Sattel, as straight as 
if the long furrows on their surface had been drawn by 
a ruler. They were in a most ticklish state. The 
snow seemed to be piled up like loose sand, at the 
highest angleof rest, and almost without cohesion. The 
fall of a pebble or a handful of snow was sufficient to 
detach a layer, which slid smoothly down tho long slopes 
with a low ominous hiss. Clinging, however, to tho 
rocks which formed the crest of the ridge, we dug our 
feet as far as possible into the older snow beneath, and 
crept cautiously along. As soon as there was room 0 !i 
the arfite, we took to the rocks again, and began with 
breathless expectation climbing tho knob of which 
I have spoken. The top of tho moimtaiu could not 
remain much longer concealed. A few yards more, 
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and it came Ml in yiew. Tlie next step revealed to 
me not only the mountain top, but a lovely and almost 
level ridge which connected it with our standing-point. 
We had won the victory, and, with a sense of intense 
satisfaction, attacked the short ridge which still divided 
us from our object. It is melancholy to observe the 
shockingly bad state of repair of the higher peaks, and 
the present was no exception to the rule. Loose stones 
rattled down the mountain sides at every step, and the 
ridge itself might be compared to the ingenious contri¬ 
vance which surmounts the walls of gaols with a nicely 
balanced pile of loose bricks—supposing the interstices 
in this case to be filled with snow. We crept, how¬ 
ever, cautiously along tlic parapet, glancing down the 
miglity clifls beneath us, and then, at two steps more, 
we proudly stepped (at 11.40) on to the little level 
platform which forms the ‘ allcrhochste Spitze * of the 
Bchreckliorn. 

I need lairdly remark that our first proceeding was 
to give a lioafty cheor, whicli was faintly returned by 
the friends who were still watching us from the Strah- 
lo(ik. My next was to sit down, in the warm and 
perfectly calm summer air, to enjoy a pipe and the 
bcuiuties of nature, whilst my guides erected a cairn of 
stones round a largo black flag which we had brouglit 
up to confute cavillers. Mountain tops are always 
more or hm impressive in one way—namely, from the 
giddy clifTs wlu(di surround them. But the more 
distant prospects from them may bo divided into two 
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classes: those from the Wetterhorn, Jungfrau, or 
Monte Eosa, and other similar mountains, which 
include on one side the lowland countries, forming a 
contrast to the rough mountain ranges; and tho8(i from 
mountains standing, not on the; edge, hut in the v<‘ry 
centre of the regions of frost and desolation. 'I’lio 
Schreekhorn (like the I’insteraarhoru) is a grand 
example of this latter kind. Pour great glaciers seem 
to radiate from its base. The great Oberland ptuiks - 
the Finsteraarhorn, Jungfrau, Mdnch, I'hger, and 
Wetterhorn—stand round in a grim circle, showing 
their bare faces of precipitous rock across the dreary 
wastes of snow. At your feet are the' urns of the 
silent snow,’ from which the glaciers of Orindelwald 
draw the supplies that enable them to descend far into 
the regions of cultivated land, trickling down like great 
damp icicles, of insignificant mass compared with tlu'se 
mighty reservoirs. You are in the centre of a wliole 
district of desolation, suggesting a landscape from 
Greenland, or an imaginary picture of England in tho 
glacial epoch, with shores yet unvisited by tho irres- 

pressible Gulf Stream. The charm of such views.little 

as they are generally appreciated by professed admirers 
of the picturesque—is to my taste unique, though not 
easily explained to unbelievers. They have a certain 
soothing influence like slow and stately music, or omj 
of the strange opium dreams described by De (^uincey. 
If his journey in the mail-coach could have led him 
through an Alpine pass instead of the quiet Cumberland 
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hills, he would have seen visions still more poetical 
than that of the minster in the ‘ dream fugue.’ Unable 
as I am to bend his bow, I can only say that there is 
something almost unearthly in the sight of enormous 
spaces of hill and plain, apparently unsubstantial as a 
mountain mist, glimmering away to the indistinct 
horizon, and as it were spell-bound by an absolute and 
eternal silence. The sentiment may be very different 
when a storm is raging and nothing is visible but the 
black ribs of the mountains glaring at you through 
rents in the clouds; but on that perfect day on the top 
of the Sclireckhorn, where not a wreath of vapour was 
to be soon under the wliole vast canopy of the sky, a 
delicious lazy sense of calm repose was the appropriate 
frame of mind. One felt as if some immortal being, 
with no particular duties upon his hands, might bo 
calmly sitting upon those desolate rocks and watching 
the little shadowy wrinkles of the plain, that wore really 
mountain ranges, rise and fall through slow geological 
epochs. I had no companion to disturb my reverie or 
introduce discordant associations. An hour passed 
like a few minutes, but there were still dilBcultiea to be 
encountered which would have made any longer delay 
unadvisablo. I therefore added a few touches to our 
cairn, and then turned to the descent. 

It is a general opinion, with which I do not agree, 
that the descent of slippery or difficult rock is harder 
than the ascent. My guides, however, seemed to be 
fully convinced of it; or perhaps they merely wished 
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to prove, in opposition to my sceptical rcnuirlcR, that 
there was some use in having three gui<l(!S. Accord¬ 
ingly, whilst Christian Michel led the way, old Peter 
and Kaufmann persisted in plantingthemHclvesHf ciulily 
in some safe nook, and then hauling at the ropo round 
my waist. By a violent exertion and throwing a.ll my 
weight on to the rope, I gradually got myself paid 
slowly out, and descended to the next ledge, fetding as 
if I should be impressed with a permanent groove to 
which ropes might he fixed in future. The process 
was laborious, not to say painful, and I was sinccrcdy 
glad when the idea dawned upon the good fellows that I 
might he trusted to use my limbs more freely. iSurtoiit 
point de zele is occasionally a good motto for gui<h!s 
as well as ministers. 

I have suffered worse things on awkward places 
from the irregular enthusiasm of my companions. 
Never shall I forget a venerable guide at Kippcl, 
whose glory depended on the fact that his namo 
was mentioned in The Book, via. Murray’s (iuidu. 
Having done nothing all day to maintain his repu¬ 
tation, he seized a favourable opportunity as we wore 
descending a narrow arete of snow, and suddenly 
clutching my coat-tails, on pretence of steadying mo, 
brought me with a jerk into a sitting position, kfy 
urgent remonstrances only produced bursts of pnUm, 
mixed with complacent clmcklings, and I was forced 
to resign myself to the fate of being pulled backwards, 
all in a heap, about every third step along the arete. 
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The process gave the old gentleman such evident 
pleasure that I ceased to complain. 

On the present occasion my guides wore far more 
reasonable, and I would never complain of a little 
extra caution. We were soon going along steadily 
enough, though tlie slippery nature of the rocks, and 
the prccaxitions necessary to avoid dislodging loose 
stones, made our progress rather slow. At length, 
however, with tlnit instinct wliich good guides always 
show, and in which amateurs are most deficient, wc 
came exa.c;lily to the point where we had loft our 
knapsacks. Wo were now standing close to the ravine 
I have inentioiKHl. Suddenly I heard a low hiss close 
by mo, and looking round saw a stroam of snow 
shooting rapidly down the gully, like a long white 
serpent. It was the most insidiouB enemy of the 
mountaineer—an avalanche; not such as thunder b 
down the clifTs of the Jungfrau, ready to break every 
bone in your body, but the calm malicious avalanche 
whicli would take you quietly off your legs, wrap you 
up in a sheet of snow, and bury you in a crevasse foi 
a few hundred years, witliout making any noise about 
it. The stream was so narrow and well defined that I 
could easily have stepped across it; still it was rather 
annoying, inasmuch as immediately below us was 
a broad fringe of snow ending in a borgsehrund, the 
whole being in what travellers used to represent as 
the normal condition of mountain snow-such that 
a stone, or even a hasty expression, rashly dropped, 






86 


THE PLAYGROUND OF EUROPE 


would probably start an avalanche. Clirmtian Ttlicliel 
showed himself equal to the occasion. Choosiiif' a 
deep trench in the snow—the channel of one of these 
avalanches—from which the upper layer of snow was 
cut away, he turned his face to the slopt; and dug his 
toes deeply into the firmer snow beneath. Wo followed, 
trying in every way to securoour hold of the. trcacluirous 
footing. Every little bit of snow that we. kicked aside 
started a young avalanche on its own account. By 
degrees, however, we reached tho edge of a very lu'oad 
and repulsive-looking bergsehrund. Unfixing tho rope, 
we gave Kaufmann one end, and sent him carefully 
across a long and very shaky-looking bridge of snow. 
He got safely across, and wc cautiously followe.d him, 
one by one. As the last man reached tho other sidi', 
we felt that our dangers were over. It was now about 
five o’clock. 

We agreed to descend by the Strahleck. Great 
delay was caused by our discovering that even on the 
nearly level surface there was a shoot of ice formod, 
which required many a weary step to be cut. It was 
long before we could reach the rocks and take off the 
rope for a race home down tho slopes of snow. 

As we reached our burrow we wore gratified with 
one of the most glorious sights of tho mountains. A 
huge cloud, which looked at least as lofty as the Eiger, 
rested with one extremity of its base on the Eiger, and 
theother on theMettenberg, shooting its white pinnacles 
high up into the sunshine above. Through the mighty 
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Bxchcd gateway thus formed, we could see far over 
the Buccessive ranges of inferior mountains, standing 
like flat shades one behind another. The lower slopes 
of the Mcttenhorgglowed with a deep blood-red, and the 
more distant hills passed through every sliado of blue, 
purple, and rosci-coloured hues, into the faint blue of 
the distant Jura, witli one gleam of green sky beyond. 
In the midst of the hills tlio Lake of Thun lay, 
shining like gold. A few i)Gal8 of thunder echoed 
along the glacitu' valley, tolling us of the storm that 
was raging over Grindolwald. 

It was half-past seven when wo reached our lair. 
We conse<{ueutly had to pass another night there—a 
necessity which would have boon easily avoided by a 
little more activity in the morning. 

It is a laudalilo custom to concludo narratives of 
mountain ascents by a compliment to the guides who 
have displayed their skill and courage. Hero, how¬ 
ever, I shall venture to deviate from the ordinary 
practice by recording an anecdote, which may be in¬ 
structive, and which well deserves to bo remembered 
by visitors to Grindolwald. The guides of the Ober- 
land have an occasional weakness, which Englishmen 
cannot condemn with a very clear conscience, for the 
consumption of strong drink; and it happened that 
the younger Michel was one day descending the well- 
known path which leads from the chalet above the so- 
called Emtmr to Grindolwald in an unduly convivial 
frame of mind. Just above the point where mules are 
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generally left, the path runs close to tlu; o«lgo of an 
overhanging cliff, the rocks below having been scooped 
out by the glacier in old days, when the glacier was 
several hundred feet above its present level. Tho 
dangerous place is guarded by a wooden rail, which 
unluckily terminates before tho cliff is quito passed. 
Michel, guiding himself as it may bn supposi'd by the 
rail, very naturally stepped over the cliff when the 
guidance was prematurely withdrawn. I cannot state 
the vertical height through which ho must liavc fallen 
on to a bed of hard uncompromising rock. I think, 
however, that I am within the mark in saying that it 
cannot have been much loss than a liundrcul feet. It 
would have been a loss dangerous (apcriniont to step 
from the roof of the tallest house in London to the 
kerbstone below. Michel lay at tho bottom all night, 
and next morning shook himself, got up, and walked 
home sober, and with no broken bones. I submit two 
morals for the choice of my Sniders, being (piite 
unable, after much reflection, to deeddo wliitdi is tho 
more appropriate. The first is, Don’t get drunk when 
you have to walk along tho edge of an Alpine cliff; 
the second is, Get drunk if you are likely to fall over 
an Alpine cliff. In any case, see that Michel is in 
his normal state of sobriety when you take him for 
a guide, and carry the brandy-flask in your own 
pocket. 
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Tnm litiilo villa"o of iiiiial Hob, as I need hardly 
inform my roadorH, deep in therecesaes of the Pennine 
chain. Borne time in the Middle Ages (I speak on the 
indiapiitahlo anthority of Murray) the inhabitants of 
the surrounding valleys wore converted to Christianity 
by the offortH of a bishop of Sion. Prom that time till 
tlio year 18(>4 I know little of its history, with the ex¬ 
ception of two facts—one, that till lately the natives 
used holes in their tables as a substitute for plates, 
each member of the family depositing promiscuously 
his share of the family meals in his own particular 
cavity; the other, that a German traveller was 
murdered botwcum Zinal and Evolona in 1863. This 
information, however, meagre as it is, illustrates the 
singular retiremout from the world of these exquisite 
valleys. The great road of the Simplon has for years 
carried crowds of travellers past the opening of their 
gorges. Before its construction, Eoussoau and Goethe 
had celebrated the charms of the main valley. During 
the last twenty years Zermatt has been the centre 
of attraction for thousands of tourists. And yet, so 
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feeble is the curiosity of mankind, and so Hlu’ojdikfl arc 
the habits of the ordinary travoller, that tluiso roniote 
fastnesses still retain much of their primitive soelu.sion. 
Evolena, Zinal, and the head of the Turtman Thai, are 
still visited only by a few enthusiasts. Even the Haas 
valley, easily acceesiblo as it is, and loadiuK to one 
of the most justly celebrated of Alpine pasKos, attracts 
scarcely one in a hundred of the many visitors to 
the twin valley of Zermatt. And yet those who have 
climbed the slopes behind the village and seen the 
huge curtain of ice let down from thfj summits of the 
mighty range between the Dorn and Monte, llosa, 
cutting off half the horizon as with a more than gi¬ 
gantic screen, will admit that its biuiuties are almost 
unique in the Alps. Mr. Wills did justice to them 
long ago; but, in spite of all that can bts Bai<l, the 
tourist stream flows in its old channols and leaves on 
either side regions of enchanting beauty, but almost ns 
little visited as the remote valleys of Norway. .1 re¬ 
member a striking scene near Grul)en, in the Turtman 
Thai, which curiously exemplified this fact. Wo wore 
in a little glade surrounded by pine forest, and with 
the Alpine rose clustering in full bloom round the 
scattered boulders. Above us rose the Weisshorn in 
one of the most sublime aspects of that almost faultless 
mountain. The Turtman glacier, broad and white 
with deep regular crevasses, formed a noblo approach, 
like the staircase of some superb palace. Above this 
rose the huge mass of the mountain, firm and solid as 
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though its architect had wished to eclipse the Pyramids. 
And, liighcr still, its lofty crest, jagged and apparently 
swaying from side to side, seemed to be tossed into the 
hhre atmosphere far above the reach of mortal man. 
Nowhere have I seen a more delicate combination of 
mountain massiveness, with soaring and delicately 
carved pinnacles pushed to the verge of extravagance. 
Yet few people know this side of a peak, which every 
one has admired from the Eiffel. The only persons 
who shared our view, though they could hardly share 
our wonder, wore a little group of peasants standing 
round a small chalet. A herd of cows had been 
collected, and a priest in tattered garments was sprink¬ 
ling them witli holy water. They received us much as 
wo might have boon received in the least frequented of 
I'lui-opeau districts, and it was hard to remember that 
we wore within a short walk of the main post route 
and Mr. Cook’s tourists. We seemed to have stepped 
into the Middle Agtis, though I fancied that some shade 
of annoyance showed itself on the faces of the party, 
as of men surprised in a rather superstitious observance. 
Perhaps they had a dim impression that we might be 
smiling in our sleeves, and knew that beyond their 
mountain wall wore sometimes to be seen daring 
sceptics, who doubted the efficacy of holy water as a 
remedy for rinderpest. We of course expressed no 
opinion upon the subject, and passed on with a friendly 
greeting, reflecting how a trifling inequality in the 
earth’s surface may be the means of preserving the 
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relics of extinct inodes of thought. But, for that 
matter, a London lane or an old college wall may be. as 
effectual a prophylactic: even a properly cut coat is 
powerful in repelling contagion. 

Leaving such meditations, I may rouiark that Hwias 
enterprise has begun to penetrate these retired valleys. 
It is a mystery, of difficult solution, how tins spiders 
which live in certain retired and, as wo would think, 
flyless corners of ancient libraries, prosorve tludr exist¬ 
ence; but it is still harder todiscovor how innk('epor.s 
in these rarely trodden valloys derive sufficient supplicH 
from the mere waifs and strays that are thrown, sis it 
were, from tho main body of tourists. Howovor that 
may be, a certain M. Epinay maintiiins a hospitahlo 
inn at Zinal, which has since been mucli (udarged ; 
and the arrival of Grove, Miusdonald, and inys('If, 
with our guides Melchior and Jacioh Anderegg, in 
August 1864, rather more tliau doubled the rcsidtuit 
population. M. Epinay’s inn, I may rtnuark, is worthy 
of the highest praise. It is true that tho accommoda¬ 
tion was then limited. Macdonald and (Jiro\t) had to 
sleep in two cupboards opening out of the. c.offoe-room, 
whilst I occupied a bed, which was tho most conspicuous 
object of furniture in the coffee-room itsolf. Tim only 
complaint I could find with it was that wlmnovor 1 sat 
up suddenly I brought my head into violent contact 
with the ceiling. This peculiarity was owing to a 
fourth bed, which generally lurkod beneath the ksgs of 
my rather lofty couch, but could be drawn out on due 
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occasion. The morits of the cstablisliment in other 
resi)ec,ts wore manifold. Above all, M. Epinay is an 
excellent cook, and provided us daily with dinners 
which— I almost shrink from saying it—were decidedly 
superior to those of my excellent friend M. Seiler, at 
Zermatt. Inns, however, change almost as rapidly as 
dynastMJs, atid I do not ('.xtond these remarks to the 
present day. Einally, the room boasted of one of the 
few decent sofas in Switzssrland. It is true that it was 
only four fo(3t long, and terminated by two lofty 
barriers; but it was soft, and had cushions—an unpre¬ 
cedented luxury, so far as my alpine knowledge extends. 
The minute criticism of M. Epinay’s establishment 
is duo to the fact that we spent there three days of 
enforced idleness. 

Nothing is more delightful than line weather in the 
Alps; but, as a general rule, the next thing to it is 
l)ad weather in the Alps. There is scarcely a day in 
summer when a man in ordinary health need he con- 
liiusd to the house; and even in the dreariest state of 
the atmosphere, when the view is limited to a few 
yards by driving mists on some lofty pasturage, there 
are inliuito boautios of detail to bo discovered by 
persons of humble minds. Indeed, on looking back to 
days spent in the mountains, I sometimes think that 
tlui most enjoyable have been, not those of unbroken 
smiHliiuc, but those on which one was forcibly confined 
to admiring some little vignette of scenory strangely 
transfigured by the background of changing cloud. 
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The huge boulder under which you tiike r<^fuge, the 
angry gluiCier torrent danhing out of oliHcurity jiihI (Uh- 
appearing in a few yards, and the cliff whoso suminit 
and base are equally concoalod by the clouds, gain 
wonderfully in dignity and mystery. y<>.t I must 
confess that when one is suffering from an atnite attack 
of the climbing fever, and pantitig for an opportunity 
which will not come, the patience is tried for the mo¬ 
ment, even though striking fragmeiits of sctaiery may 
be accumulating in the memory. 

A persistent screen of stormy cloud drove up the 
valley, and clung stubbornly to the higher pfiaks. W« 
lounged lazily in the wooden gallery, smoking our 
pipes and contemplating the principal stre.et of th<^ 
village. Once, as I sat there peacefully, a little pack 
of mountain stoats dashed in full cry across the village 
street; the object of chase was inviHiV)le; one might 
easily fancy that some quaint mountain goblin was the 
master of the hounds; if so, ho did not reveal himself 
to the unworthy eyes of ono of those tourists wlio are 
frightening him and his like from their native haunts. 
Once or twice an alarm of natives was raised; ami we 
argued long whether they were inhabitants, or merely 
visitors from the neighbouring Alps come to seci life in 
Zinal. I incline to the latter hypothesis, being hsl 
thereto from a consideration of the following circum¬ 
stance :—One of our desperate efforts at amusement 
was playing cricket in the high street, with a rail for a 
bat, and a small granite boulder for a ball. My first 
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performance was a brilliant hit to leg (the only one I 
ever made in my life) off Macdonald’s bowling. To 
my horror I sent the ball clean through the western 
window of the chapel, which looks upon the grande 
place of the village—the scene of our match. As no 
one ever could be found to receive damages, I doubt 
much whether there are any permanent inhabitants. 
Tired of cricket, I learnt the visitors’ book by heart; I 
studied earnestly the remarks of a deaf and dumb 
gentleman, who, for some mysterious reason, has 
selected this book as the chief medium of communi¬ 
cation with the outer world. I made, I fear, rather 
ill-tompcrod annotations on some of my predecessors’ 
remarks. I even turned a table of heights expressed 
in metres into feet, and have thereby contributed 
riclily to the fund of amusement provided for scientific 
visitors who may have a taste for correcting arithmeti¬ 
cal bluiuhuB. On Sunday the weather was improving, 
and after breakfast we lounged up the Diablons—an 
easy walk, if taken from the right direction. The view 
met with our decided disapproval—principally, perhaps, 
because we did not see it, and partly because we had 
taken no provisions; a thunderstorm drenched us 
during our descent, and I began to think the weather 
hopeless. The same evening, as I was reclining on 
the sofa, in the graceful attitude of a V, whose ex¬ 
tremities were represented by my head and feet, and 
whose apex was plunged in the before-mentioned 
cusbions, the sanguine Macdonald said dhat the 
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weather was clearing up. My rci.ly wna expresRivo of 
that utter disbelief with which a paHKonger in a 
Channel steamboat resents the steward's assurano© that 
Calais is in sight. Next morning, however, at l.nO 
A.M., I found myself actually crossing tho men ilows 
which form the upper level of the Zinal valley. It 
was a cloudless niglit, except that a slight haze ob¬ 
scured the distant Oberland ridges. But for the dis¬ 
heartening influence of a prolonged sojourn in Zinal, 
I might have been sanguine. As it was, I walked in 
that temper of gloomy disgust whi(di I find to 1){3 a 
frequent concomitant of early rising. Another a(a!i- 
dent soon happened to damp our spirits, Macdonald 
was forced to give in to a sharp attac'k of illness, which 
totally incapacitated him for a diflicult expedition. 
We parted with him with great regret, and procco.ikid 
gloomily on our way. Poor Macdonald spout tho day 
dismally enough, I fear, in the little iim, in tho com¬ 
pany of M. Epinay and certain Gorman timrists. 

We followed the usual track for tho Trift pass as 
far as the top of the great icofall of tho Durand glac.it'r. 
Here we turned sharply to the loft, and crossed the 
wilderness of decaying rock at the foot of Lo Ihmso. 
It is a strangely wild scene. The buttross-liko niass 
of Lo Besso cut off our view of tho lower country. 
Our path led across a mass of huge loose rocks, whi<;h 
I can only compare to a continuous sorios of the 
singular monuments known as rocking-stoiuis. Eta- a 
second or two you balanced yourself on a mass as big 
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as a cottage, and balanced not only yourself but the 
mass on which you stood. As it canted slowly over, 
you made a convulsive spring, and lighted upon 
another rock in an equally unstable position. If you 
were lucky you recovered yourself by a sudden jerk, 
and prepared for the next leap. If unlucky, you 
landed with your knees, nose, and other parts of your 
person in contact with various lumps of rock, and rose 
into an erect posture by another series of gymnastic 
contortions. In fact, my attitudes, at least, were as 
unlike as possible to that of Mercury— 

New lighted on a heaven-kissing hill. 

They were more like Mercury shot out of a cart on to 
a heap of rubbish. An hour or so of this work brought 
us to a smooth patch of rocks, from which we obtained 
our first view of the Eothhorn, hitherto shut out by a 
secondary sp\ir of the Besso. And here, at 5.50 a.m., 
wo halted for breakfast. ‘ How beautiful those clouds 
are ! ’ was Grove’s enthusiastic remark as we sat down 
to our frozen meal. The rest of the party gave a very 
qualified response to his admiration of a phenomenon 
beautiful in itself, but ominous of bad weather. For 
my part, I never profess to be in a good temper at six 
o’clock in the morning. Christian morality appears to 
mo to become binding every morning at breakfast-time, 
that is, about 9.30 a.m. Macdonald’s departure had 
annoyed me. A more selfish dislike to the stones over 
which we had been stumbling had put me out still 

H 
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further. But the bittcroHt drop in my cup wan the Kiato 
of the weather. The sky overhead, indeed, was still 
cloudless; but just before the Besso e(;lij)sed the ()b(>r- 
land ridges, an offensive mist had blotted out their ser¬ 
rated outline. I did not like the way in which the stars 
winked at us just before their di8apjiearanc.e in the 
sunlight. But worst of all was a heavy mass of cloud 
which clung to the ridge between the Dent Blanche 
and the Gabelhorn, and seemed to be crossing tlus (Jol 
de Zinal, under the influence of a strong south wind. 
The clouds, to which Grove unfeitlingly alludod, were 
a detachment, rising like steam from a cauldron abov(i 
this lower mass. They seemed to gather to lotiward of 
the vast cliffs of the Dent Blanche, and streinned out 
from their shelter into the current of tlio gahi which 
evidently raged above our heads. At this moment tlmy 
were tinged with every shade of colour that !Ui alpine, 
sunrise can supply. I have hoard such clouds described 
as ‘ mashed rainbow; ’ and whatever the natures of the, 
culinary process, their glorious beauty is undoniable. 
But for the time the ambition of climbing the llotli- 
horn had quenched all sssthetio influonces, and a sulky 
growl was the only homage I could pay them. 

Yet one more vexatious element was hens intruded 
into our lot. We were in full view of the Ilothhorn, 
to which we had previously given a careful (ixaniina- 
tion from the foot of the Trift-,Toch. As this is i\m 
most favourable moment for explaining our g(!ography, 
I will observe that we were now within the hollow 
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embraced by tbe spur ■which terminates in the great 
promontory of Lo Besso. This spur has its origin in the 
main ridge which runs from the Eothhorn towards the 
Weisshorn, the point of articulation being immediately 
under the final cliffs of the Eothhorn. It divides the 
Morning glacier from the upper snows of the Durand 
glacier. The mighty ‘ cirque ’ inclosed by the moun¬ 
tain wall—studded in succession by the peaks of the 
Besso, the Eothhorn, the Gabelhorner, the Dent 
Blanche, and the Grand Cornier—is one of the very 
noblest in the Alps. From the point we had now 
readied it appeared to form a complete amphitheatre, 
the narrow gorge through which the Durand glacier 
emerges into the Binfischthal being invisible. Our 
plan of operations was to climb the spur (of which I 
have already spoken) about half-way between Lo 
Besso and the Eothhorn, and thence to follow it up to 
the top of the mountain. The difficulty, as we had 
early foreseen, would begin just after the place where 
the spur blended with the northern ridge of the Eoth¬ 
horn. We had already examined with our telescopes 
the narrow and broken arete which led upwards from 
this point to the summit. Its scarped and perpendicular 
sides, and the rocky teeth which struck up from its 
back, were sufficiently threatening. Melchior had, 
notwithstanding, spoken with unusual confidence of 
our chance. But at this moment the weakest point 
in his character developed itself. He began to take 
a gloomy view of his prospects, and to confide his 
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opinion to Jacob Anderegg in what he fondly ima¬ 
gined to be unintelligible patois. I understood him 
only too well. ‘ Jacob,’ he said, ‘ we shall got up to 

that rock, and then-’ an ominous shako of the 

head supplied the remainder of the, senU'iico. It was 
therefore in sulky silence that, after half an hour’s 
halt, I crossed the snow-lield, reached the top of the 
spur at 7.55 a.m., and thence ascended the artjto to 
within a short distance of the anticipatcsd diflleulty. 
Our progress was tolerably rapid, being only delayed 
by the necessity of cutting some half-dozen steps. 
We were at a great height, and the eye plungttd into 
the Zinal valley on one side, and to tbo little inn ujion 
the Eiffel on the other, whilst on looking imund it 
commanded the glacier basin from which wo had just 
ascended. Close beneath us, to the north, was the 
col by which Messrs. Moore and Whympor had passcid 
from the Morning to the Schallenberg ghudor. It was 
now 9 A.M. We cowered under the rocky parapet 
which here strikes up through the snow lik (3 a fin from 
a fish’s back, and guarded us from the as-saults of a 
fierce southern gale. All along the aroto to this point 
I had distinctly felt a keen icy blast penetrate my 
coat as though it had been made of goHsamcr, pierce 
my skin, whistle merrily through my ribs, and, after 
chilling the internal organs, pass out at the other side 
with unabated vigour. My hands were numb, my nose 
was doubtless purple, and my t5oth played involuntary 
airs, like the bones of a negro minstrel. Grove Boomed 
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to me to be more cheerful than circumstfincos justified. 
By way, therefore, of reducing his spirits nearer to 
freezing-point—or lot me hope, in the more laudable 
desire of breaking his too probable disappointment—I 
invented for his benefit a depressing prophecy supposed 
to have been just uttered by Melchior ; and, if faces 
can speak without words, my gloomy prediction was 
not entirely without justification. 

We were on a ledge of snow which formed a kind 
of lean-to against the highest crest of precipitous rock. 
A little further on the arete made a slight elbow, 
beyond which we could see nothing. If the snowy 
sliclf continued beyond the elbow, all might yet be 
well. If not, wo should have to trust ourselves to the 
tender mercies of the seamed and distorted rocks. A 
very few pae-cs settled the question. The snow thinned 
out. Wo turned to examine the singular ridge along 
which the only pra,cticable path must lie. From its for¬ 
mation it was impossible to see more than a very short 
way ahead. So steep wore the precipices on each side 
that to our imaginations it had all the effect of a thin 
wall, bonding in its gradual decay first towards one 
and then towards the other valley. The steep faces 
of rock thus appeared to overhang the Schallonberg 
and Zinal glaciers alternately. The same process of 
decay had gradually carved the parapet which sur¬ 
mounted it into fantastic pinnacles, and occasionally 
scored deep channels in its sides. It was covered with 
the rocky fragments rent off by the frost, and now 
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lying in treacherous repose, frcfimniily umslced hy 
cushions of frcsh-fallon snow. The clifTs wcux*, at 
times, as smooth as if they had been literally cut out 
by the sweep of a gigantic knife. Jlut tlio smooth 
faces were separated by dc<!p gullies, down which tlio 
artillery of falling stones was evidently accustoinod to 
play. I fear that I can very imperfectly dcscrilui the 
incidents of our assault upon this formidahle fortress. 
Melchior led us with unfaltering skill his sjiirits, as 
usual, rising in proportion to the dilliculty when tho 
die had once boon cast. Three principal pinnacles rose 
in front of us, each of which it was necessary to turn 
or to surmount. Tho first of those was steopost upon 
the Zinal side. Two deep gullies on tho Zermatt side 
started from points in the ridge immodiahdy in front 
and in rear of the obstacle, and converged at some dis¬ 
tance beneath. The pinnacle itself was thus shaped 
like a tooth protruding from a jaw and exposed down 
to the sockets, and tho two gullies alTordod moans for 
circumventing it. We carefully desccsmhd by on© of 
these for some distance, considerably inconvenienced 
by the enow which lodged in the deeply-cut chamiols, 
and concealed the loose stones. With every care it 
was impossible not occasionally to start crumbling 
masses of rock. The most ticklish part of tho opera¬ 
tion was in crossing to the other gully ; a shoot of hard 
ice some two or three inches thick covered tlio stooply- 
inclined slabs. It was impossible to cut steps in it 
deep enough to afford secure foothold. The few knobs 
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of projecting stone seemed all to be too loose either for 
hand or foot. We crept along in as gingerly a fashion 
as might be, endeavouring to distribute our weight 
over the maximum number of insecure supports until 
one of the party had got sounder footing. A severe 
piece of chimneysweep practice then landed us once 
more upon the razor edge of the arete. The second pin¬ 
nacle demanded different tactics. On the Zermatt 
side it was impractically steep, whilst on the other it 
fell away in one of the smooth sheets of rock already 
mentioned. The rock, however, was hero seamed by 
deep fissures approximately horizontal. It was possible 
to insert toes or lingers into these, so as to present to 
telescopic vision (if anyone had been watching our 
ascent) much the appea,ranee of a fly on a pane of glass. 
Or, to make another comparison, our method of pro¬ 
gression was not unlike that of the caterpillars, who 
may bo observed first doul)led up into a loop and then 
stretched out at full length. When two crevices ap¬ 
proximated, we should bo in danger of treading on our 
own lingers, and the next moment we should be ex¬ 
tended as though on the rack, clutching one crack 
with the last joints of our fingers, and feeling for 
another with the extreme points of our toes. The hold 
was generally firm when the fissures were not filled 
with ice, and wc gradually succeeded in outflanking the 
second hostile position. The third, which now rose 
within a few yards, was of far more threatening appear- 
imco than its predecessors. After a brief inspection, 
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we advanced along the ridge to its base. In doing 
so we had to perform a manoeuvre which, though not 
very difficult, I never remember to have previously 
tried. One of the plates to Berlepsch’s de.scription of 
the Alps represents a mountain-top, with tho national 
flag of Switzerland waving from the summit and a 
group of enthusiastic mountaineers swarming round it. 
One of them approaches, astride of a sharp ridge, with 
one leg hanging over each precipice. Our position 
was similar, except that the ridgo by which we ap¬ 
proached consisted of rock instead of snow. Tho 
attitude adopted had the merit of safety, but was 
deficient in comfort. The rock was so smooth and its 
edge so sharp, that as I crept along it, supported 
entirely on my hands, I was in momentary fear that a 
slip might send one-half of me to tho Durand and tho 
other to the Schallonborg glacier. It was, however, 
pleasing to find a genuine example of tho arete in its 
normal state—so often described in books, and so 
seldom found in real life. We landed on a small plat¬ 
form at the other end of our razor of Al Hirat, hoping 
for the paradise of a new mountain summit as our 
reward; but as we looked upwards at tho last of tho 
three pinnacles, I felt doubtful of the result. 

The rock above us was, if I am not mistaken, tho 
one which, by its sharp inclination to tho oast, gives 
to the Eothhorn, from some points of view, the ap¬ 
pearance of actually curling over in that direction, 
like the crest of a sea-wave on the point of breaking. 
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To creep along the eastern face was totally impossible. 
The western slopes, though not equally steep, were 
still frightfully precipitous, and presented scarcely a 
ledge whereby to cling to their slippery surface. In 
front of us the rocks rose steeply in a very narrow 
crest, rounded and smooth at the top, and with all foot¬ 
hold, if foothold there were, completely concealed by a 
layer of fresh snow. After a glance at this somewhat 
unpromising path, Melchior examined for a moment 
the western cliff. The difficulties there seeming even 
greater, he immediately proceeded to the direct assault. 
In a few minutes I was scrambling desperately upwards, 
utterly insensible to the promptings of the self-esteem 
which would generally induce me to refuse assistance 
and to preserve a workmanlike attitude. So steeply 
did the precipice sink on our left hand, that along the 
whole of this part of the shelf the glacier, at a vast 
distance below, formed the immediate background to a 
sloping rocky ledge, some foot or two in width, and 
covered by slippery snow. In a few paces I found my¬ 
self fumbling vaguely with my fingers at imaginary 
excrescences, my feet resting upon rotten projections 
of crumbling stone, whilst a largo pointed slab of rock 
pressed against my stomach, and threatened to force 
my centre of gravity backwards beyond the point of 
support. My chief reliance was upon the rope; and 
with a graceful flounder I was presently landed in 
safety upon a comparatively sound ledge. Looking 
backwards, I was gratified by a picture which has since 
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remained fixed in my imagination. Some feet down 
the steep ridge was Grove, in one of those pictnr(mqne 
attitudes which a man involuntarily adopts when the 
various points to which he trusts his weight hav(^ Ihiou 
distributed without the least regard to the exigencies 
of the human figure, when they are of a slippciry and 
crumbling nature, and when the violent downward 
strain of the rope behind him is only just counter¬ 
balanced by the upward strain of tho rope in front. 
Below Grove appeared the head, shoulders, and arms 
of Jacob. His fingers were exploring tho rock in 
search of infinitesimal crannies, and his face prestuitod 
the expression of modified good humour, which in him 
supplies the place of extreme discontent in other 
guides. Jacob’s head and Hh()\ilder8 wore reli()ve<l 
against the snows of the Schallenberg glacier many 
hundred feet below. Our tiow of continuous rock was 
thus limited to a few yards of narrow ridge, tiltcal up 
at a steep angle apparently in mid air; and Jacob 
resembled a man in the act of clambering into a bal¬ 
loon far above the earth. I had but little titno for con¬ 
templation before turning again to our fierce strife 
with the various impediments to our inarch. Buddenly 
Melchior, who had left tho highest ridge to follow a 
shelf of rock on the right, turned to me with the 
words, ‘ In half an hour we shall be on the top.’ My 
first impulse was to express an utter scepticism. My 
perturbed imagination was unable to realise the fact 
that we should ever get off the arSte any more. We 
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seemed to be condemned to a fate which Dante might 
have reserved for faithless guides—to be everlastingly 
climbing a hopeless arete, in a high wind, and never get¬ 
ting any nearer the summit. Turning an angle of the 
rock, I saw that Melchior had spoken the truth, and for 
tlie first time that day it occurred to me that life was not 
altogether a mistake. We had reached the top of what 
I have called the third pinnacle, and with it our diffi¬ 
culties were over. In the words of the poet, modified 
to the necessary extent— 

IIo that with toil of licart and knoos and hands 

Up tliG long ridgo to the far height hath won 

Ilia path upwards, and prevailed, 

Shall find tlio toppling crags of the Botlihorn scaled — 

arc close to what, by a somewhat forced metaphor, wo 
may call ‘a slhiiing tableland.’ It is not a particularly 
level nor a very extemsivo tableland ; but, compared 
with the ridges up which wo had been forcing our 
precarious way, it was luxirrious in the extreme. 
’Twas not so wide as Piccadilly nor so level as the 
Bedford river, but ’twould serve; I might almost add, 
if the metaphor wore not somewhat strained, that it 
made ‘ worm’s meat ’ of the Eothhorn. At any rate it 
was sound under foot, and broad enough for practical 
purposes; and within less than Melchior’s half-hour, 
viz. 11.15 A.M., wo reached—I had almost said the 
top; but the Eothhorn has no top. It has a place 
where a top manifestly ought to have been, but the 
work had been left unfinished. It ended in a flat 
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circular area a few feet broad, as though it had l)eon 
a perfect cone, with the apex cleanly struck off. 
Melchior and Jacob set to work at once to remedy this 
deficiency of nature, whilst Grove and I cowered down 
in a little hole cut out of the last rocks, which sheltered 
us from the bitter wind. Here, in good temper witli 
each other and our guides, and everything but Mac¬ 
donald’s absence, we sat down for some twenty minutes, 
with muscles still quivering from the strain. 

No doubt some enthusiast will ask me altout the 
view. I have several times been asked what the 
Matterhorn looked like; and I wish I could give an 
answer. But I will make a clean breast of it, and 
confess that I only remember two things : one, that 
we saw the Eiffelberg, looking like a flat gre(!n carpet; 
the other, that the gigantic mass of tho Weisshorn 
seemed to frown right above our heads, and shut out 
a large segment from tho view. Soon from this point it 
is more massive and of loss elegant shape than from 
most others. It looked like an enormous bastion, with 
an angle turned towards us. Whether I was absorbed 
in the worship of this noblest of alpine peaks, or 
whether the clouds had concealed much of tho rest 
of the panorama, or whether we were thinking 
too much of the ascent that was past and the 
descent that was to come, or whether, as I rather 
believe, the view is really an inferior one, certain it 
is that I thought very little of it. ‘ And what philo¬ 
sophical observations did you make?’ will bo tho 
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inquiry of one of those fanatics who, by a reasoning 
process to me utterly inscrutable, have somehow irre¬ 
vocably associated alpine travelling with science. To 
them I answer, that the temperature was approxi¬ 
mately (I had no thermometer) 212° (Fahrenheit) 
below freezing-point. As for ozone, if any existed in the 
atmosphere, it was a greater fool than I take it for. 
As we had, unluckily, no barometer, I am unable to 
give the usual information as to the extent of our 
deviation from the correct altitude ; but the Federal 
map fixes the height at 18,855 feet. Twenty minutes 
of freezing satisfied me with the prospect, and I 
willingly turned to the descent. I will not trouble my 
readers with a repetition in inverse order of the de¬ 
scription of our previous adventures. I will not tell 
at length how I was sometimes half-suspended like a 
bundle of goods by the rope; how I was sometimes 
curled up into a ball, and sometimes stretched over 
eight or nine feet of rock; how the rope got twisted 
round my logs and arms and body, into knots which 
would have puzzled the Davenport Brothers; how, at 
one point, I conceived myself to be resting entirely on 
the point of one too upon a stone coated with ice and 
fixesd very loosely in the face of a tremendous cliff, 
whilst Melchior absurdly told me I was ‘ ganz sicher,’ 
and encouraged mo to jump; how Jacob seemed per¬ 
fectly at his ease; how Grove managed to lend a 
hand whenever I wanted one; and how Melchior, 
rising into absurdly high spirits, pirouetted and capered 
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and struck attitudes on the worst places, and , in sliort, 
indulged himself in a display of fancy mountaineering 
as a partial relief to his spirits. We reached the snow 
safely at 1.15 p.m., and looked back triumphantly at 
the nastiest piece of climbing I had ever accomplished^ 
The next traveller who makes the ascent will prol)ably 
charge me with exaggeration. It is, I know, very 
difficult to avoid giving just cause for that charge. I 
must therefore apologise beforehand, and only h<!g my 
anticipated critic to remember two things: one, that, 
on the first ascent a mountain, in obedieiico to some 
mysterious law, always is more difficult than at any 
succeeding ascent; secondly, that nothing can be less 
like a mountain at one time than the same mountain at 
another. The fresh snow and the bitter gale told 
heavily in the scale against us. Some of the liardcst 
ascents I remember have been up places easy in lim; 
weather, but rendered difficult by accidental circum¬ 
stances. Making allowance, however, for this, I still 
believe that the last rocks of the Eothhorn will always 
count among the decidedly tnauvais pas of the Alps. 

We ran rapidly down the snow without much 
adventure, except that I selected the steepest part of 
the snow arSte to execute what, but for the rope, 
would have been a complete somersault—an in¬ 
voluntary but appropriate performance. Leaving the 
stony base of the Besso well to our right, we struck the 
route from the Trift-Joch at the point whore a little 
patch of verdure behind a moraine generally serves for 
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a halting and feeding-place. Here we stretched our¬ 
selves luxuriously on the soft green moss in the after¬ 
noon sun. We emptied the last drops of the wine 
bag, lighted the pipe of peace—the first that day— 
and enjoyed the well-earned climbers’ reward. Some 
mountaineers do not smoke—such is the darkness 
which, lurks amidst our boasted civilisation. To 
them the words I have just read convey no sympa¬ 
thetic thrill. With the ignorance of those who have 
never- shared a blessing, they probably affect oven to 
despise the pleasure it confers. I can, at any rate, say 
that I have seldom known a happier lialf-hour than 
that in which I basked on the mossy turf in the shadow 
of the conquered Ilothhorn—all my internal sensations 
of present (iomfort, of hard-won victory, and of lovely 
scenery, delicately harmonised by the hallowing in¬ 
fluence of tobacco. Wo enjoyed what the lotos-eaters 
would have enjoyed, had they been making an ascent 
of one of the ‘ silent pinnacles of aged snow,’ instead 
of suffering from sea-sickness, and partaking of a less 
injurious stimulant than lotos. Melchior pointed out 
during our stay eleven different ways of ascending the 
hitherto unconquered Grand Cornier. Grove and 
Jacob speculated on adding its summit also to our 
trophies, whilst I observed, not without secret satis¬ 
faction, that the gathering clouds would enforce at 
least a day’s rest. Wo started homewards with a 
reluctant effort. I divorsilied the descent by an act 
of gallantry on my own account. Melchior had just 
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skipped over a crevasse and turned to hold out a hand. 
With a contemptuous wave of my own I put his offer 
aside, remarking something about people who had done 
the Eothhorn. Next moment I was, it was true, on 
the other side of the crevasse, but, I regret to say, ilat 
on my back, and gliding rapidly downwards into its 
depths. Melchior ignominiously hooked me under tho 
arm with his axe and jerked me bacjk, with a suitable 
warning for the future. We soon loft tho glaci(',r, a,nd 
on descending the path towards Zinal were oxpostid to 
the last danger of the day. Certain natives liad sprung 
apparently from the bowels of the earth, and liailed 
us with a strange dialect, composed in equal proi)or- 
tions of French, G-erman, and Italian patois. Not 
understanding their remarks, I ran onwards, when a 
big stone whizzed close past my head. My first im¬ 
pression was that I was about to bo converted into tho 
victim of another Zinal murder, the gentleman by 
whom the last was committed being, as it was reported, 
still wandering amongst the mountains. I looked up, 
and saw that tho offender was one of a large herd of 
cows, which were browsing in the charge of the 
natives, and managed, by kicking down loose stonos, 
to keep up a lively fire along somo distance of our 
path. We ran on all the faster, reached the meadows, 
and ascended the path to the village. Just as wo 
reached the first houses, a melancholy figure advanced 
to meet us. Friendly greetings, however, proceeded 
from its lips, and we were soon shaking hands with 
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poor Macdonald. We reached M. Epinay’s inn at 
6.45 P.M., the whole expedition occupying 16 h. 60 m. 
including about two hours’ halts. A pleasant dinner 
succeeded, notwithstanding the clatter of sundry 
German tourists, who had flooded the little coffee-room 
and occupied my beloved sofa, and who kept up a cease¬ 
less conversation. Soon afterwards, Macdonald having 
generously abandoned to me the cupboard in which he 
slept, I was trying to solve the problem of placing a 
length of six feet on a bed measuring about 3 ft. 6 in. 
by 2 ft. As its solution appeared to me to be inex¬ 
tricably mixed up with some question about the 
highest rocks of the Eothhorn, and as I heard no 
symptoms of my neighbour’s slumbers in the next 
cupboard, which was divided from mine by a sort of 
paper partition, I incline to think that I was not long 
awake. 


I 
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CHAPTER V 

THE EIGER-JOCII 

On August 3, 1859, I ‘was travelling on tlio Swiss 
railway, between Basle and Olten, with my friends 
Messrs. William and George Matlicws. As wo 
shot out of the long tunnel above Olton, and do- 
scended into the valley of the Aar, tho glorious 
range of the Bernese Oberland rose inajeHf.ic'.ally into 
sight, some fifty miles away. While tcdling ovesr tho 
names of our gigantic friends, our oyos w(U'e (‘.aught 
by the broad flat top of the Moncdi, which no English¬ 
man had yet reached. It occurred to us that an 
attack upon this hoary pillar of tho mid-aorial church 
would be a worthy commencement of our expedition, 
and it struck us at the same time that by asct'iuling, 
as a first step, the ridge called by Mr. Bunbury * tho 
Col de la Jungfrau, which connects tho Mijnch with 
the Jungfrau, we should, so to speak, bo killing two 
birds with one stone. A problem which at that timo 
offered itself to Alpine travellers, was to discover a dirtict 
route from the waters of the Liitschino to those of tho 

• In the first series of Peaks, Passes, asid OlMwrs. 
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Rhdne. A glance at the map will show five possible 
routes between the Finsteraarhorn and the G-letscher- 
horn, corresponding to five depressions in the main ridge 
of the Oberland, The most direct and obvious route 
is across the gap between the Monch and the Jungfrau. 
This is obtrusively, and almost offensively, a genuine 
pass. Unlike some passes, falsely so called, whose 
summit levels are either huge plains, like the Theodule, 
or, still worse, tops of mountains, like one or two 
that might be mentioned, the Jungfrau-Joch presents 
a well-defined depression between the two highest 
mountains in the district. Moreover, the summit of the 
pa.BH and the two ends of the journey lie in a straight 
lino, from which no part of the route deviates con- 
Bidoral)ly. In fact, were it not for the mountains, the 
line of the pass would be the most direct route from 
the Wongorn Alp to the id^ggisclitiorn. It shows 
itself, therefore, as tlio very normal type of a pass 
to the whole middle land of Switzerland. And but for 
a certain affectation of inacccsHil)ility,itmust long ago 
have been adopted as one of tlie main Alpine routes. 
There are, however, several alternatives which may 
be adopted in order to turn its obvious difficulties. To 
th(‘ cast of the Monch lie three passes, each with 
its cliaracteristic peciiliaritioB- The most obvious 
route is that between the Monch and the Yiescher- 
horn : it was first made in historic times by Messrs. 
Hudson and Birkbeck, in 1858; but the legend goes 
that it was med two or three centuries back, when 
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certain Valaisan Protestants were in tiie iiabit of 
crossing the range to attend the services of their fellow- 
believers at Grindelwald. Eeligious zeal must have 
been greater, or the glaciers inatorially less, than at 
present. The same point, again, may he roaelied by 
climbing the ridge between the Moueh and the Eiger, 
from the summit of which, as will presently appear, 
the col may be easily reached. By keeping still further 
to the east, the ridge connecting the Vieseherhorn 
with the Pinsteraarhorn may again bo croased, and 
a descent effected upon the higher snows of the 
Viescher glacier. And, finally, it is possilde to cross 
the chain to the west of the Jungfrau. This was first 
accomplished by Messrs. Hawkins and Tyndall, in 
1860; and in 18641 had the good fortune, in company 
with Messrs. Grove and Macdonald, to find an easier 
route over the same depression, which brought us 
close to the shoulder of the Jungfrau. Wo were 
singularly lucky in the weather, and had the satis¬ 
faction of reaching the iEggiselihorn in eightemi hours 
from Lauterbrunnen, ascending the Jungfrau en route. 
This is one of the very noblest expeditions in the 
Alps. 

Till 1859, however, none of those passages had 
been made, with the single exception of the Monch- 
Joch. Accordingly, on August 7, we assembled, with 
an eager desire to attempt the new passage, at the 
lower of the two little inns on the ever-glorious Wen- 
gern Alp. 
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The Mathews were accompanied by two Chamonix 
men, Jean-Baptiste Croz and Charlet, whilst I had se¬ 
cured the gigantic Ulrich Lauener, the most pictu¬ 
resque of guides. Tall, spare, blue-eyed, long-limbed 
and square-shouldered, with a jovial laugh and a not 
ungraceful swagger, he is the very model of a true 
mountaineer; and, except that his rule is apt to be 
rather autocratic, I would not wish for a pleasanter 
companion. He has, however, certain views as to the 
superiority of the Teutonic over the Latin races, which 
rather interfered with the harmony of the party at a 
later period. Meanwhile, we examined the work before 
us more closely. The Monch is connected, by two snow- 
ridges, with the Jungfrau on the west and the Eiger 
on the east. From the first of these ridges descends 
the Guggi glacier, and from the second the Eiger 
glacier, both of them pouring their torrents into the 
gloomy Triimleten valley, the trench which also re¬ 
ceives the snow avalanches of the Jungfrau. These 
two glaciers are separated by the huge northern 
buttress of the M5nch, which, I believe, is generally 
supposed by tourists to be perpendicular; but the 
long slopes of debris by which it is faced prove 
the fallacy of this idea to an experienced eye, and 
it is, in fact, easy to ascend. Both glaciers are much 
crevassed; the Gnggi, however, expands into a kind 
of level plateau, about half-way up the mountain, 
connected by long and broken snow-slopes with the 
Jungfrau-Joch. 
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The morning of the (ith having boon gloomy, wo 
spent the later part of the day in a reconnoitring 
expedition up to this plateau and a liltb' iKiyond it. 
The result of our observations was not encouraging. 
We mounted some way above the plateau on a groat 
heap of debris that had been disgorged by a glacier 
above. The blue crevasses which were drawn .u’ross 
the protruding nose of ice showed tliat at any minute 
we might be surprised by the descent of new masses, 
which would convert us into debris ourselves. I^von 
if we surmounted this danger in tlio early morning, 
the steep slopes of neve above us, which ofwasionally 
bulged out into huge overhanging niass(!s, loohed far 
from promising. Eetroating to the liuttress of the 
Monch, we turned our attention to the, hligcu' glacier. 
Though some dilRcultios were obviously to bo en¬ 
countered, its aspect was genojally more auspicious, 
and we accordingly resolved to modify our plans by 
ascending the eastern inskjad of the western shoulder 
of the Monch. We hoped afterwards to attack the 
Monch, hut in any case meant to descend to the 
Aletsch glacier on the other side. 

An additional result of our expedition had been to 
develop a more decided rivalry between Lauener and 
the Chamonix men. Wc had already liad one or 
two little races and disputations in consequence, and 
Lauener was disposed to take a disparaging view of the 
merits of these foreign competitors on his own peculiar 
ground. As, however, he could not speak a word of 
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French, nor they of German, he was obliged to convoy 
this sentiment in pantomime, which perhaps did not 
soften its vigour. I was accordingly prepared for a 
few disputes the next day—an annoyance which occa¬ 
sionally attends a combination of Swiss and Chamonix 
guides. 

About four on the morning of August 7, we got off 
from the inn on the Wengern Alp, notwithstanding a 
few delays, and steered straight for the foot of the 
Eiger. In the early morning the rocks around the 
glacier and the lateral moraines were hard and slippery. 
Before long, however, we found ourselves well on the 
ice, near the central axis of the Eiger glacier, and 
looking up at the great terrace-shaped ice-masses, 
separated by deep crevasses, which rose threateningly 
over our heads, one above another, like the defences 
of some vast fortilication. And here began the first 
little dispute between Oborland and Chamonix. The 
Chamonix men proposed a direct assault on the net¬ 
work of crevasses above us. Lauener said that we 
ought to turn them by crossing to the south-west side, 
immediately below the Mdnch. My friends and their 
guides forming a majority, and seeming to have little 
respect for the arguments urged by the minority, we 
gave in and followed them, with many muttered re¬ 
marks from Lauener. We soon found ourselves per¬ 
forming a series of mancx'-uvros like those required for 
the ascent of the Col du Geant. At times we were 
lying flat in little gutters on the faces of tlio seraes, 
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worming ourselves along like boa-constrictors. At the 
next moment we were balancing ourselves on a knife- 
edge of ice between two crevasses, or plunging into the 
very bowels of the glacier, with a natural arch of ice 
meeting above our heads. I need not attempt to 
describe difficulties and dangers familiar to all ice- 
travellers. Like otlier such difficulties, tlusy wore 
exciting and even rather amusing for a time, but 
unfortunately they seemed inclined to last rather too 
long. Some of the deep crevasses apparently stretched 
almost from side to side of the glacier, rending its 
whole mass into distorted fragments. In attempting 
to find a way through them, we seemed to bo going 
nearly as far backwards as forwards, and the labyrinth 
in which we were involved was as hopelessly intricate 
after a long struggle as it had been at first. Moreover, 
the sun had long touched the higher snow-fiolds, and 
was creeping down to us stop by step. As soon as it 
reached the huge masses amongst which wo were pain¬ 
fully toiling, some of them would begin to jump about 
like hailstones in a shower, and our position would 
become really dangerous. The Chamonix guides, in 
fact, declared it to be dangerous already, and warned 
us not to speak, for fear of bringing some of the nicely- 
poised ice-masses down on our heads. On my trans¬ 
lating this well-meant piece of advice to Lauenor, he 
immediately selected the most dangerous-looking 
pinnacle in sight, and mounting to the top of it sent 
forth a series of screams, loud enough, I should have 
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tlioiiglit, to bring down the top of the Monch. They 
failed, however, to dislodge any seracs, and Lauener, 
going to the front, called to us to follow him. By 
this time we were all glad to follow any one who 
was confident enough to lead. Turning to our right, 
wo crossed the glacier in a direction parallel to the 
deep crevasses, and therefore unobstructed by any 
serious ol)stacles, till we found ourselves immediately 
beneath the great cliffs of the Monch. Our prospects 
changed at once. A great fold in the glacier pro¬ 
duces a kind of diagonal pathway, stretching upwards 
from the point where we stood towards the rocks of 
the Eiger, It was not, indeed, exactly a carriage-road, 
but along the lino which divides two different systems 
of crevaBse the glacier seemed to have been crushed 
into smaller fra-gments, producing, as it were, a kind 
of incipient macadamisation. The masses, instead of 
being divided by long regular trenches, were crumbled 
and jammed together so as to form a road, easy and 
pleasant enough by comparison with our former 
difficulties. Pressing rapidly up this rough path, we 
soon found ourselves in the very heart of the glacier, 
with a broken wilderness of ice on every side. We 
were in one of the grandest positions I have ever seen 
for observing the wonders of the ice-world; but those 
wonders were not all of an encouraging nature. For, 
looking up to the snow-fields now close above us, an 
obstacle appeared which made us think that all our 
previous labours had been in vain. From side to side 
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of the glacier a vast palissade of blue ico-j)iniiacIc8 
struck up through the white layers of neve formed 
by the first plunge of the glacier down its watei’fall of 
ice. Some of them rose in fantastic shapes -hugo 
blocks balanced on narrow footstalks, and only waiting 
for the first touch of the sun to fall in ruins down the 
slope below. Others rose like cliurch spirim, or like 
square towers, defended by trcnchcB of unfathom ablo 
depth. Once beyond this barrier, we should be safe 
upon the highest plateau of the glacier at the foot of 
the last snow-slope. But it was obviously ueccssary 
to turn them by some judicious strategical movement. 
One plan was to climb the lower rocks of the Eiger; 
but, after a moment’s hesitation, wo fortunately fol¬ 
lowed Lauoner towards the other side of the glacier, 
where a small gap, between the soracs and the lower 
slopes of the Monch, seemed to bo the entrance to a 
ravine that might lead us upwards. Such it turned 
out to be. Instead of the rough footing to which wo 
had hitherto been unwillingly restricted, we found 
ourselves ascending a narrow gorge, with the giant 
cliffs of the Monch on our right, and the toppling ice- 
pinnacles on our left. A beautifully even surface of 
snow, scarcely marked by a single crevasse, lay beneath 
our feet. We pressed rapidly up this strange little 
pathway, as it wound steeply upwards between the 
rocks and the ice, expecting at every moment to see it 
thin out, or break off at some impassable crevasse. It 
was, I presume, formed by the sliding of avalanches 
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from the slopes of the Monch. At any rate, to our 
delight, it led us gradually round the barrier of seracs, 
till in a few minutes we found ourselves on the highest 
plateau of the glacier, the crevasses fairly beaten, and 
a level plain of snow stretching from our feet to. the 
last snow-slope. 

We were now standing on the edge of a small level 
plateau. One, and only one, gigantic crevasse of really 
surpassing beauty stretched right across it. This was, 
we guessed, some three hundred feet deep, and its sides 
pa.Bsed gradually into the lovely blues and greens of 
semi-transparent ice, whilst long rows and clusters of 
huge icicles imitated (as Lauener remarked) the carv¬ 
ings and ecclesiastical farnitiiro of some great cathedral. 
The opposite side of the plain was bounded by a great 
snow-ridge, which swept round it in a long semicircular 
curve from the Mihich to the Eiger. This ridge, in 
fact, forms the connecting isthmus by which the great 
promontory of the Eiger is joined to its brethren of 
the OberlancL Cloeo to the Monch the slopes are of 
great height and steepness, whilst, owing to the 
gradual rise of the snow-fieldB and the sinking of the 
ridge, they l)ecome very inBignilicant at the end next 
to the Eiger. A reference to the map will explain the 
geography of our position. The pass which we were 
attempting would naturally lie over the shoulder, where 
the connecting istlimus I have mentioned articulates 
with the lower ridges of the Monch. Lauener had, in 
fact reached this exact point from the other side. And 
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we knew that, once there, wc should bo on the edge 
of a nearly level basin of snow, which stretclies across 
the Monch-Joch, or ridge connecting the Mi'mch with 
the Walcherenhbrner. This basin is, in fact, the 
common source of the Aletsch and Viescher * glaciers, 
and the mound of the Monch-Joch which divides them 
is very slightly defined across the undulating beds of 
nev§. From this basin, however, the Viescher glacier 
sinks very rapidly, and consequently the ridge lietween 
the Monch and Eiger, which riscss above it in bare 
rock cliffs, is much loftier near the Eiger than near tlio 
Monch on its south-eastern side—the exact opposite 
of its form on the north-western side, as already 
mentioned. Hence, to reach our pass, we had the 
choice either of at once attacking the long stetq) 
slopes which led directly to the desired point on tho 
shoulder of the Monch, or of first climbing tho gentle 
slopes near the Eiger, and then forcing our way along 
the back-bone of the ridge. Wo resolved to try tho 
last plan first. 

Accordingly, after a hasty breakfast at 9.80, we 
started across our little snow-plain and commenced the 
ascent. After a short climb of no great difficulty, 
merely pausing to chip a few steps out of tho hard 
crust of snow, we successively stepped safely on to tho 
top of the ridge. As each of my predecessors did so, 

* The best known Viescher glacier is, of course, that which 
descends from the Obernar-Jooh towards Viosoh. Tho glacier nion- 
tioned in the text is the great tributary of the lower Grindelwald 
glacier, called ‘ Viescher ’ glacier in the Carte Dufour. 
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I observed that he first looked along the arete, then 
down the cliffs before him, and then turned with a very- 
blank expression of face to his neighbour. Prom our 
feet the bare cliffs sank down, covered with loose rocks, 
but too steep to hold more than patches of snow, and 
presenting right dangerous climbing for many hundred 
feet towards the Grindelwald glaciers. The arete 
offered a prospect not much better: a long ridge of 
snow, sharp as the blade of a knife, was playfully 
alternated with great rocky teeth, striking up through 
their icy covering, like the edge of a saw. We held a 
council standing, and considered the following pro¬ 
positions:—First, Lauener coolly proposed, and nobody 
seconded, a descent of the precipices towards Grindel¬ 
wald. This proposition produced a subdued shudder 
from the travollors and a volley of unreportable 
language from the Chamonix guides. It was liable, 
amongst other things, to the trifling objection that it 
would take us just the way we did not want to go. 
The Chamonix men now proposed that we should follow 
the arete. This was disposed of by Lauener’s objection 
that it would take at least six hours. We should have 
had to cut stops down the slope and up again round 
each of the rocky teeth I have mentioned; and I 
believe that this calculation of time was very probably 
correct. Finally, we unanimously resolved upon the 
only course open to us—to descend once more into our 
little valley, and thence to cut our way straight up the 
long slopes to the shoulder of the Mbnch. 


i 
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Considerably disappointed at this unexpected check, 
we retired to the foot of the slopes, feeling that we had 
no time to lose, but still hoping that a couple of hours 
more might see us at the top of the pass. It was just 
eleven as we crossed a small bergschrund and began the 
ascent. Lauener led the way to cut the steps, followed 
by the two other guides, who deepened and polished 
them up. Just as we started, I remai'ktid a kind of 
bright track drawn down the ice in front of us, appa¬ 
rently by the frozen remains of some small rivulet winch 
had been trickling down it. I guessed that it would take 
some fifty steps, and half-an-hour’s work to reach it. 
We cut about fifty steps, however, in the first half- 
hour, and were not a quarter of the way to iny mark ; 
and as even when there wo should not l)o half-way 
to the top, matters began to look serious. 'i’ho 
ice was very hard, and it was necessary, as Lauener 
observed, to cut steps in it as big as soup-turemia, 
for the result of a slip would in all probability have 
been that the rest of our lives would have been spent 
in sliding down a sjiow-slopo, and that that employ¬ 
ment would not have lasted long enough to become 
at all monotonous. Time slipped by, and I gradu¬ 
ally became weary of a sound to winch at first I 
alw'ays listen with pleasure—the chipping of the axo, 
and the hiss of the fragments as they skip down 
the long incline below us. Moreover, the sun was 
very hot, and reflected with oppressive power from the 
bright and polished surface of the ice. I could see 
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that a certain flaHk was circulating with great steadi¬ 
ness anaongst the guides, and the work of cutting the 
steps seemed to be extremely severe. I was counting 
the 250th step, when we at last reached the little line 
I had been so long watching, and it even then required 
a glance back at the long line of steps behind to convince 
me that we had in fact made any progress. The action 
of resting one’s whole weight on one leg for about a 
minute, and then slowly transferring it to the other, 
becomes wearisome when protracted for hours. Still 
the excitement and interest made the time pass quickly. 
I was in constant suspense lest Lauener should pro¬ 
nounce for a retreat, which would have been not merely 
humiliating, but not improbably dangerous, amidst 
the crumbling seraes in the afternoon sun. I listened 
with some amuHoment to the low meanings of little 
Charlct, who was apparently bewailing his position to 
Cros!, and being heartlessly chaffed in return. One or 
two measuremeutH with a clinometer of Mathews’ gave 
inclinations of 51“ or 52“, and the slope was perhaps 
occasionally a littlo more. 

At last, as I was counting the 580th step, we 
reaclu‘.d a little patch of rock, and felt ourselves once 
more on solid ground, with no small satisfaction. Not 
that the ground was specially solid. It was a small 
crumbling patch of rock, and every stone we dislodged 
went bounding rapidly down the side of the slope, 
diminishing in apparent size till it disappeared in the 
bergsehrund, hundreds of feet below. However, each 
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of US managed to find some nook in which he could 
stow himself away, whilst the Chamonix men took 
their turn in front, and cut steps straight upwards to 
the top of the slope. By this means they kept along 
a kind of rocky rib, of which our patch was the lowest 
point, and we thus could occasionally get a footstep 
on rock instead of ice. Once on the top of the slope, 
we could see no obstacle intervening between ua and 
the point over which our pass must lie. 

Meanwhile we meditated on our position. It was 
already four o’clock. After twelve hours’ unceasing 
labour, we were still a long way on the wrong side of 
the pass. We were clinging to a ledge in the mighty 
snow-wall which sank sheer down below us and rose 
steeply above our heads. Beneath our feet the whole 
plain of Switzerland lay with a faint purple haze drawn 
over it hke a veil, a few green sparkles just pointing 
out the Lake of Thun. Nearer, and apparently almost 
immediately below us, lay the Wongern Alp, and the 
little inn we had left twelve hours before, whilst we 
could just see the back of the labyrinth of crevasses 
where we had wandered so long. Through a telescope 
I could even distinguish people standing about the inn, 
who no doubt were contemplating our motions. As wo 
rested the Chamonix guides had cut a staircase up the 
slope, and we prepared to follow. It was harder work 
than before, for the whole slope was now covered with 
a kind of granular snow, and resembled a huge pile of 
hailstones. The hailstones poured into every footstep 
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as it was cut, and had to be cleared out with hands 
and feet before we could get even a slippery foothold. 
As we crept cautiously up this treacherous staircase, I 
could not help reflecting on the lively bounds with 
which the stones and fragments of ice had gone spin¬ 
ning from our last halting-place down to the yawning 
bergschrund below. We succeeded, however, in avoid¬ 
ing their example, and a staircase of about one hundred 
steps brought us to the top of the ridge, but at a point 
still at some distance from the pass. It was necessary 
to turn along the arete towards the Monch. We were 
preparing to do this by keeping on the snow-ridge, 
when Lauencr, jumping down about six feet on the 
side opposite to that by which we had ascended, alighted 
upon a little ledge of rock, and called to us to follow. 
He assured us that it was granite, and that therefore 
there was no danger of slipping. The sun had melted 
the snow on the southern side of the ridge, so that it no 
longer quite covered the inclined plane of rock upon 
which it rested. The path thus exposed was narrow 
and treacherous enough in appearance at first; soon, 
however, it grew broader, and, compared with our ice- 
climb, afforded capital footing. The precipice beneath 
us thinned out as the Viescher glacier rose towards our 
pass, and at last we found ourselves at the edge of a 
little mound of snow, through which a few plunging 
steps brought us, just at six o’clock, to the long-desired 
shoulder of the Monch. 

I cannot describe the pleasure with which we 
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stepped at last on to the little saddle of snow, and felt 
that we had won the victory. We had made a pass 
equal in beauty and difficulty to any first-rate pass in 
the Alps—I should rather say to any pass and a half. 
For, whereas most such passes can show but two fine 
views, we here enjoyed three. From the time of our 
reaching the summit of the ridge we had been en¬ 
veloped in a light mist. Shortly after we had gained 
the col, this mist suddenly drew up like a curtain; 
and as mountain after mountain came out in every 
direction from a point of view quite new to me, I felt 
perfectly bewildered. We were on the edge of three 
great basins. Behind us the plain of Switzerland 
stretched away to the Jura. On our left a huge 
amphitheatre of glacier sank down, marked in long 
concentric curves by tier after tier of crevasses to the 
level of the Grindelwald glacier. Beyond rose the 
sheer cliffs of the Wetterhorn, and further back from 
the plain the black cluster of rocks of the Schrock- 
horner. This view is invisible froJU the Col de la 
Jungfrau, and is so eminently beautiful that I should 
recommend visitors from the ^ggischhorn to prefer 
this col to the other. It is as easily reached from the 
southern side, and is alone worth the trouble, if it be 
not profane to speak of the trouble of such a walk. 
But the finest part of the view remains. We wore 
standing at the edge of a great basin of snow. From 
its further side the great Aletsch glacier stretched away 
from our feet like the reach of some gigantic river 
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frozen over, and covered from side to side with a level 
sheet of pure white snow, sweeping gradually away in 
one grand curve till it was lost to sight in the dis¬ 
tance. Beyond it rose the Monte Leone and the 
ranges that look down on Italy. On each side rose 
some of the noblest mountains in Switzerland—the 
Jungfrau, Monch, Aletschhorn, and the long jagged 
range of the Viescherhorner, with the needle-point of 
the Finsteraarhorn overlooking them. So noble and 
varied a sweep of glacier is visible nowhere else in the 
Alps. Is it visible on the Rigor-Joch ? Did we really 
see the Monte Leone, the Jungfrau, and the Aletsch¬ 
horn with our bodily eyes, or were they revealed only 
to the eye of faith ? Have I, in short, written down 
accurately what I saw at a given moment, or have I 
quietly assumed that we saw everything which was 
visible during the remainder of our walk to the 
iliggischhorn ? I regret to say that I have un¬ 
doubtedly used a certain poetic license—a fact which 
I ascertained by once more reaching the Eiger-Joch 
in 1870, though not from the same side. The Monch 
and Trugberg cut off a largo part of the view, and 
only a limited part of the great sweep of the Aletsch 
glacier is visible from the col itself. Without adding 
to the wealcness of a blunder the folly of an apology, 
I will simply remark that he who sees only what is 
before his eyes sees the worst part of every view. Lot 
the imagination remove the Monch and Trugberg, and 
everything that I have described will be visible; whilst 
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even the prosaic persons who carry note-boolis to bind 
themselves down to what Clough calls ‘ the inorest it 
was,’ and thus cramp their excursions to the ‘ great 
might have been,’ will find that perch on the shoulder 
of the Monch to be almost incomparable in variety 
and magnificence. I will add that though the pass 
has, for some reason, never been repeated, I see no 
reason to suppose it to be specially difficult. My guide 
on the later occasion maintained that wo could have 
descended the long slopes, which took us 80 V(tn hours 
to climb in 1859, in an hour and a lialf. But they 
were now snow instead of ice. We saw, too, a route 
along the cliffs which fall from the ridge towards the 
Grindelwald glacier which may turn out to bo practi¬ 
cable when there is little snow. I leave the task to 
another generation of climbers. 

Meanwhile our thoughts pardonably concentrated 
themselves on the important (piestion of food. Of tlie 
two requisites for a satisfactory meal, one, viz. the 
provisions, was abundantly present. I fancied too, at 
first, that my appetite would do its part; but, on try¬ 
ing to swallow some meat, I found that our long fast 
since the last meal, combined with the baking we had 
undergone, had so parched my mouth, that the effort 
was useless. My thoughts turned to a refreshing cup 
of tea and a bed at the iBggischhorn. But, alas! 
the inn was seven hours off; it was 6 p.m., and the 
sun near setting. Lauener mentioned certain woU- 
decken and some coffee, which he believed to be at the 
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Eaulberp;; and the Faulberg, though we knew it to 
be one of those caves from which the whole of one side 
and the roof have been removed, immediately seemed 
to us to be the pleasantest hotel in Switzerland. We 
started off with enthusiasm to gain it. Passing 
rapidly round the great snow-basin between the 
Monch and the Trugberg, we easily reached the 
summit of the Monch-Joch; whence a rather steep 
slope leads to the head of the glacier called the Ewiger 
Schnee. At foot of the fall, which is perhaps some 
fifty foot high, is a borgschrund. Lauener, planting 
his feet in the snow above, prepared to lower each of 
us by the rope. Suddenly G. Mathews lost his foot¬ 
ing, shot down the slope like a flash of lightning, and 
disappeared over the edge of the bergschrund. To 
our great relief wo immediately heard him call out 
‘ All right! ’ and the next moment he appeared full of 
snow, but otherwise none the worse for his involuntary 
glissade. We followed with the help of the rope, and 
started down the glacier once more. We were scarcely 
off when the broad reach before us turned first to a 
glorious rose-colour, and then faded to a livid hue as 
the light crept up the sides of the mountains. Soon 
they, too, turned pale; the glow lingered a little on the 
loftiest peaks, then faded too, and left us to the light 
of the moon, which was still clear enough to guide us. 

Lauener took this opportunity of remarking that 
he had been very unwell for three days before, and was 
conse(iuontly rather tired. He added presently that 
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he could not see, and did not in the least know where 
he was going. I do not implicitly believe either of 
these statements, which struck me as being rather ill- 
timed. However, we marched steadily forwards in a 
long straggling line over the beautifully even surface 
of the glacier, already crisp with the evening frost, 
anxiously watching the sinking moon, and calculating 
whether her light would enable us to reach the 
Faulberg. 

We were making good progress, and the hospitable 
Paulberg was coming almost into sight, when we 
reached the point where the glacier curls over for a 
steep descent, just above the confluence of the glaciers 
from the Lotschsattel and Griinhornliicke. Hero a few 
concealed crevasses, causing the partial disappearance 
of some of our party, made a resort to the rope neces¬ 
sary. Fastening ourselves together, we again pressed 
on as fast as we could. But the crevasses grow more 
numerous and broader, and the surface of the ice more 
steeply inclined. In the faint moonlight we could 
hardly tell what we were treading upon—treacherous 
snow-bridges or slippery slides of ice. A stumble or 
two nearly brought us all in a heap together. More¬ 
over the Aletschhorn had chosen to shove its head up 
just in the way of the moon; and at last, as we were 
all getting rather puzzled how to proceed, the moon 
suddenly dipped behind it, the great shadow of the 
mountain shot out over us, and we were left all alone 
in the dark. Looking hastily round in the faint twilight, 
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we could just make out a great mass of rock on our 
right hand. This forms part of the great promontory 
which divides the two main branches of the Aletsch 
glacier. We made for it at once, found no crevasses 
to stop us, and stepped once more off the ice on to 
dry land. We unanimously resolved to stay where we 
were till daylight should appear. We unfastened the 
ropes, took a glass of wine all round, and determined 
to make ourselves comfortable. Having drunk my 
wine, and made a perfectly futile attempt to swallow 
a bit of bread, I put on a pair of dry stockings which I 
had in my pocket over my wet ones, stuck my feet 
into a knapsack, and sat down on some sharp stones 
under a big rock. My companions most obligingly 
sat down on each side of me, which tended materially 
to keep off the cold night wind, and one of them 
shared my knapsack. My seat may very easily be 
imitated by any one who will take the trouble to fill 
one of the gutters by the side of a paved street with a 
heap of granite stones prepared for macadamising a 
road. If he will sit down there for a frosty night, and 
induce a couple of friends to sit with him, he will 
doubtless learn to sympathise with us. Lauener care¬ 
fully warned us not to go to sleep, and I think I may 
say we fulfilled our promise of obeying his injunctions, 
with the exception of a doze or two towards morning. 
Lauener himself rose once into exuberant spirits. His 
good temper and fun seemed to rise with the occasion; 
and after telling us a variety of anecdotes, beginning 
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with chamois-hunting and ending (of all things in the 
world) with examinations—for it seems that Swiss 
guides share, with under-graduates, this particular 
form of misery—^he retired to the nook which the 
Chamonix guides had selected, and, to the best of my 
belief, passed the rest of the night in chaffing them. 

There is, of course, something disagreeable in pass¬ 
ing a night ‘ squirming ’ (to use an Americanism) on a 
heap of stones, and making fruitless endeavours to 
arrange their sharp corners into a soft surface to sit 
upon, by a series of scientific wriggles. I fully ex¬ 
pected to get up in the morning stuck all over with 
pebbles, like a large pat of butter dropped into a 
sugar basin. In other respects I Ijoliove I really 
enjoyed the night. The cold was not intense, and in 
fact I rarely felt it at all. Partly the excitement, and 
partly the beauty of the perfectly still and silent night 
prevented its seeming long. The huge snow-covorod 
mountains that glimmered faintly through the dark¬ 
ness, the long glorious glacier, half seen as it swept 
away from our feet, and the perfect stillness of the 
scene, were very striking. We felt that our little party 
was in absolute solitude in the very centre of the 
greatest waste of ice and bare rock in the Alps. I will 
not, however, deny that towards morning I got a little 
chniy, not to say sulky. Gradually the mountain 
forms became more distinct, the outlines of rock and 
snow showed themselves more plainly, and I was quite 
surprised, on looking at my watch for the first time, to 
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find that it was half-past two, and to see Lauener 
coming to tell us it was time to start. 

We jumped up, shook ourselves, struggled into our 
frozen hoots, and made a futile attempt at breakfast. 
The dangers of the darkness had disappeared ; but the 
pleasure and excitement had gone too, and it was a 
right dreary walk that morning to the ^ggischhorn. 
The Aletsch glacier is intersected by a number of 
little crevasses, just too broad to step, and wide enough 
to tire weary men. As we walked on down its broad 
monotonous surface, I was surprised to find how ex¬ 
tremely ugly everything looked. It was a beautiful 
day, and before us, as we approached the Marjelen See, 
rose one of the loveliest of Alpine yiews—the Matter¬ 
horn, flanked by the noble pyramids of the Mischabel 
and Weisshorn. I looked at it with utter indifference, 
and thought what I should order for breakfast. 
Bodily fatigue and appreciation of natural scenery are 
simply incompatible. We somehow contrived to split 
into three parties, and the rapidity with which we lost 
sight of each other was a curious proof of the vast size 
of the glacier. A party of our friends passed us on 
their way from tho iEggischhorn to the Jungfrau- 
Joch, but we failed to see them. The utter insigni¬ 
ficance of a human figure on these wastes of ice is 
one of the first things by which we learn to appreciate 
their vast size. 

Lauener and I found our way to some chalets, 
where a draught of warm milk was truly refreshing. 
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I need hardly say that after it we managed to lose 
our way over the abominable slopes of the il?ggisch- 
horn. Shoulder after shoulder of that dreary moun¬ 
tain came out in endless succession, and I was glad 
enough to see the friendly little white house a little 
before nine o’clock, and to rejoin my friends over a 
luxurious breakfast provided by its admirable land¬ 
lord. 
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CHAPTEE VI 
Tiiia JTJNciriuu-Jooii 

Tiieek years afterwards I was once more standing 
upon the Wongorn Alp, and gazing longingly at the 
Jungfrau-Joch. Surely the Wengern Alp must be 
precisely the loveliest place in this world. To hurry 
past it, and listen to the roar of the avalanches, is a 
very unsatisfactory mode of enjoyment; it reminds 
one too much of lotting off crackers in a cathedral. 
Tlio mountains seem to be accomplices of the people 
who charge fifty centimos for an echo. But it does 
one’s moral nature good to linger there at sunset 
or in the early morning, when tourists have ceased 
from travelling and the jaded cockney may enjoy a 
kind of spiritual bath in the soothing calmness of the 
scenery. It is delicious to lie upon the short crisp 
turf under the Lauberhorn, to listen to the distant 
cow-bolls, and to try to catch the moment at which the 
last glow dies off the summit of the Jungfrau; or to 
watch a light summer mist driving by, and the great 
mountains look through its rents at intervals from an 
apparently impossible height above the clouds. It is 
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pleasant to look out in the early morning from one of 
the narrow windows, when the Jungfrau seems gradu¬ 
ally to mould itself out of darkness, slowly to reveal 
every fold of its torn glaciers, and then to light up 
with an ethereal fire. The mountain might almost 
be taken for the original of the exquisite lines in 
Tithonus: 

Once more the old mysterious glimmer steals 
Prom thy pure brows, and from thy shoulders pure 
And bosom beating with a heart renewed. 

Thy sweet eyes brighten slowly close to mine 
E’er yet they blind the stars; and the wild team 
That love thee, yearning for thy yoke, arise 
And shake the darkness from their loosened inaues, 

And beat the sunlight into flakes of fire. 

We, that is a little party of six Englishmen with 
six Oberland guides, who left the inn at 8 a.m., on 
July 20,1862, were not, perhaps, in a specially poetical 
mood. Yet as the sun rose whilst wo were climbing tlio 
huge buttress of the Monch, the dullest of us —I refer 
of course to myself—-felt something of the spirit of the 
scenery. The day was cloudless, and a vast inverted 
cone of dazzling rays suddenly struck upwards into the 
sky through the gap between the Monch and the 
Eiger; which, as some effect of perspective shifted its 
apparent position, looked like a glory streaming from 
the very summit of the Eiger. It was a good omen, 
if not in any more remote sense, yet as promising a 
fine day. After a short climb we descended upon the 
Guggi glacier, most lamentably unpoetical of names, 
and mounted by it to the great plateau which lies 
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below the cliffs immediately under the col. We 
reached this at about seven, and, after a short meal, 
carefully examined the route above us. Half way 
between us and the col lay a small and apparently 
level plateau of snow. Once upon it we felt confident 
that we could get to the top. But between us and it 
lay a broken and distorted mass of crevassed glacier, 
the passage of which seemed very doubtful. We 
might, however, turn part of this by creeping up a 
mass of icy debris, which lay at the foot of a cliff of 
protruflmg ice, the abrupt end of a glacier crawling 
down over the cliffs above us. The process would be 
precisely equivalent to walking in front of a battery of 
cannon which might open fire at any moment. There 
is something about the apparent repose of the icy 
masses, and, it must bo added, the rarity of a fall, 
which tempts one strongly to run an occasional risk of 
the kind. In the present instance our guides were 
certainly awake to the danger. So unpromising, how¬ 
ever, was the appearance of the distorted glacier upon 
our right, that three of them went forwards to examine 
this smoother but more treacherous route. We sat 
down and watched them, not without some anxiety. 
But after the pleasant process of cutting steps for half 
an hour under a mass of glacier in an uncertain con¬ 
dition of equilibrium, they returned to us with the news 
that further ascent by this route was impracticable 
as well as dangerous. No alternative was now left 
but to examine the maze of crevasses on our right. 
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Christian Michel, Christian Almor, and Kaufmann, 
accordingly went forwards to try to penetrate it. Wo 
watched them creeping forwards round the base of a 
huge pinnacle of ice, at the other side of which they 
disappeared. We sat quietly on the snow, finished 
our breakfast, and smoked our pipes. Morgan sang us 
some of the songs of his native land (Wales); somebody 
occasionally struck in with an English chorus; Bau¬ 
mann irrelevantly contributed a few German versos. 
Gradually our songs died away, and we took to con¬ 
templating the scenery. Morgan, who had jjpokon 
very disparagingly of the Wongern Alp as oompi»,rcd 
with the scenery of Pcn-y-Gwryd, admitted that our 
present view was not unlike that above the Llyn 
Llydaw, on the side of Snowdon, though, as he urgod, 
the quantity of snow rather spoilt it. Gradually our 
conversation slackened. The only sound was tlie bark¬ 
ing of an invisible dog at the Wengern Alp, which 
came sharp and distinct through the clear mountain air 
from the distant inn. Nothing could be hoard or seen 
of the three guides who had gone forwards. A very 
long interval seemed to have passed away. 

We all sat looking at each other in an uncomfort¬ 
able frame of mind, feeling an amount of anxiety 
which we were unwilling to express. I could not avoid 
the recollection that the last time Christian Aimer had 
left me on a glacier, I had only found him again with 
two of his ribs broken. When George said something 
about going to look for our lost guides, we scouted hia 
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proposition •with a determination proportioned to onr 
wish not to believe in its necessity. Our nervousness 
was, however, gradually becoming intolerable, and we 
were about to decide that something must be done. 
Suddenly, after at least two hours’ waiting, we heard a 
faint shout. Looking upwards, we could just distin¬ 
guish three black figures at the edge of the small 
snow plateau. ‘ What do they say, Michel ? Are we 
to come ? ’ ‘ Nem, Herr.’ ‘ And what is it that they 

are saying now ? ’ ‘ Something about a heilloser 

schrurul,’ which I take to be a schrund of such 
enormity as to be past praying for. They were 
evidently repulsed. We sat down on the snow in 
what I may call a ruffled frame of mind, and waited for 
their return. Morgan quoted a proverb in Welsh— 
the only literary remains of one of the greatest of 
Welsh sagos, Anarawd, so he informed us—the trans¬ 
lation of it being ‘for the impatient patience is need¬ 
ful,’ or words to that effect. Whilst we were discussing 
the least ignominious way of getting to the iEggisch- 
horn under the circumstances, our guides reappeared. 
They had been stopped, they told ua, by a huge 
crevasse, thirty feet broad in places, and running 
right across the glacier, dividing it into two distinct 
fragments; once beyond it, we should have won the 
day, and by means of a ladder twenty-five feet long 
they thought it might be possible to get over it at one 
point. All our despondency was over. We unanimously 
resolved to go back to the Wengern Alp and send 
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down for a ladder; and, accordingly, the same evening, 
the ladder appeared in charge of one Peter Eubi, a 
rna n who possesses in great perfection the weight¬ 
carrying powers of the Oberland guides in general. 

The next morning, starting at 8.6, we had arrived 
at the same place as before, at 6.12. We plunged at 
once into the maze of crevasses, finding our passage 
much facilitated by the previous efforts of our guides. 
We had to wind round towers of ice intrtinched by 
deep crevasses, carefully treading in our guides’ well- 
cut footholds. A clinometer, which showed various 
symptoms of eccentricity throughout the day, made 
some specially strong statements at this point. By 
interrogating one of these instruments judiciously, tho 
inclination of Holborn Hill may be brought to ap¬ 
proximate to 90°. A more serious inconvenience was 
derived from the extremely unsteady condition of tho 
towering ice-pinnacles around us. We were con¬ 
stantly walking over ground strewed with crumbling 
blocks of ice, the recent fall of which was proved by 
their sharp white fractures, and with a thing like an 
infirm toad-stool twenty feet high towering above our 
heads. Once we passed under a natural arch of ice, 
built in evident disregard of all principles of architec¬ 
tural stability. Hurrying judiciously at such critical 
points, and creeping slowly round those where the 
footing was difficult, we managed to thread the laby¬ 
rinth safely, whilst Eubi appeared to think it rather 
pleasant than otherwise in such places to have his head 
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fixed in a kind of pillory between two rungs of a 
ladder, with twelve feet of it sticking out behind and 
twelve feet before him. We reached the gigantic 
crevasse at 7.35. We passed along it to a point 
where its two lips nearly joined, and the side furthest 
from us was considerably higher than that upon which 
we stood. Fixing the foot of the ladder upon this 
ledge, we swung the top over, and found that it rested 
satisfactorily against the opposite bank. Aimer crept 
up it, and made the top firmer by driving his axe into 
the snow underneath the highest step. The rest of us 
followed, carefully roped, and with the caution to rest 
our knees on the sides of the ladder, as several of the 
steps were extremely weak—a remark which was 
equally applicable to one, at least, of the sides. We 
crept up the rickety old machine, however, looking 
down between our logs into the blue depths of the 
crevasse, and at 8.16 the whole party found itself 
satisfactorily perched on the edge of the nearly level 
snow plateau, looking up at the long slopes of broken 
n6v6 that led to the col. 

A little discussion now ensued as to the route to be 
taken. The most obvious way was through the steep 
seracs immediately under the snowy col. The guides, 
however, determined upon trying to turn these by cut¬ 
ting their way up the steady slopes more to the right. 
Aimer and Michel accordingly went forward and set 
to work, whilst we indulged in a second anomalous 
meal. For a time they went on merrily. The snow 

i. 
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was in good order, and required only a single blow 
from the axe. The fragments which rolled down upon 
■us were soft and harmless. Soon, however, they began 
to be mixed with susiucious lumps of hard blue ice. 
Aimer and Michel seemed to be crawling forwards 
more and more slowly. The labour was evidently 
considerable for every foot of progress won. I began 
to remember, with increasing distinctness, our experi¬ 
ence of the exactly corresponding place on the Eiger- 
Joch. The slopes through which we had there cut our 
way were neither so long nor so steep as those now 
before us, and the snow here was equally hard. For¬ 
tune seemed to be turning against us. Our spirits, 
which had risen with the successful passage of the 
crevasse, began to fall again. The prospect of a re¬ 
turn through unsteady 86raes in the heat of the day, 
to present ourselves a second timeto the joersof tourists 
on the Wengern Alp, was not attractive. Our cheex- 
ful reflections were arrested by the return of Michel 
and Aimer. They agreed that the staircase on which 
they had now spent an hour’s work must be abandoned; 
but we might still try the groat wall of soracs on the 
left. It would be very hard to give to any but Alpine 
readers the least notion of what the task before us was 
like. I reject unhesitatingly Morgan’s statement that 
it was exactly similar to the ascent of the Glydirs 
from Llyn Ogwen. We had to climb a wall built of 
seracs, their interstices plastered up with snow, and 
the whole inclined at an angle of between 60® and 60“. 
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Every now and then, where the maBonry had been 
inferior, a great knob of serac protruded, tilting up the 
snow to a steep angle, and giving ub a block of solid 
ice to circumvent. Deep crevasses, arranged on no 
particular principle, intersected this charming wall in 
every direction where they were not wanted. It may 
be tolerably represented by imagining the seracs of 
the Col du Gcant filled up, and jammed together by 
their weight at a steep angle. Michel and Aimer led 
the way rapidly and eagerly. Sometimes we could 
get on for a few paces in snow: sometimes the axe 
was called into play. But we all pushed forwards as 
fast as we could, and in dangerous places those who 
had passed professed to help the others, by hauling in 
the rope as hard as they could. When the man behind 
was also engaged in hauling himself up by the rope 
attached to your waist, when the two portions of the 
rope formed an acute angle, when your footing was 
confined to the insecure grip of one toe on a slippery 
bit of ice, and when a great hummock of hard s6rac 
was pressing against the pit of your stomach and re¬ 
ducing you to a position of neutral equilibrium, the 
result was a fcoling of qualified acquiescence in 
Michel or Aimer’s lively suggestion of ‘Vorwtirts! 
vorwiirts! ’ 

Somehow or other we did ascend. The excitement 
made the timo seem short; and after what seemed to 
mo to bo half an hour, which wa,s in fact nearly two 
hours, we had crept, crawled, climbed, and wormed our 
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way through various obstacles, till we found ourselves 
brought up by a huge overhanging wall of blue ice. 
This wall was no doubt the upper aide of a crevasse, 
the lower part of which had been filled by snow-drift. 
Its face was honeycombed by the usual hemispheri¬ 
cal chippings, which somehow always reminds me of 
the fretted walls of the Alhambra; and it was actually 
hollowed out so that its upper edge ov(;rlnmg our heads 
at a height of some twenty or thirty feet; the long 
fringe of icicles which adorned it had made a slippery 
pathway of ice at two or three feet distance from the 
foot of the wall by the freezing water which dripped 
from them; and along this we crept, in the hopes that 
none of the icicles would come down Ijodily. The wall 
seemed to thin out and become much lower towards 
our left, and we moved cautiously towards its lowest 
point. The edge upon which wo walked was itself very 
narrow, and ran down at a steep angle to the top of a 
lower icefall which repeated the form of the upper. It 
almost thinned out at the point where the upper wall 
was lowest. Upon this inclined ledge, however, we 
fixed the foot of our ladder. The difficulty of doing so 
conveniently was increased by a transverse crevasse 
which here intersected the other system. The foot, 
however, was fixed and rendered tolerably safe by 
driving in firmly several of our alpenstocks and axes 
under the lowest step. Aimer, then, amidst great ex¬ 
citement, went forward to mount it. Should we still 
find an impassable system of crevasses above us, or 
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were we close to the top ? A gentle breeze which had 
been playing along the last ledge gave me hope that 
we were really not far off. As Aimer reached the top 
about twelve o’clock, a loud jodel gave notice to all the 
party that our prospects were good. I soon followed, 
and saw, to my groat delight, a stretch of smooth white 
snow, without a single crevasse, rising in a gentle 
curve from our feet to the top of the col. 

The people who had been watching us from the 
WengernAlp had been firing salutes all day, whenever 
the idea struck them, and whenever we surmounted a 
difficulty, such as the first great crevasse. We heard 
the faint sound of two or three guns as we reached 
the final plateau. Wo should, properly speaking, 
have boon uproariously triumphant over our victory. 
To say the truth, our party of that summer was only 
too apt to break out into undignified explosions of 
animal spirits, bordcuing at times upon horse-play. 
I can imagine that a sentimental worshipper of the 
beauties of nature would have been rather shocked at 
the execrable jokes which excited our laughter in the 
grandest scenery, and would have better become school¬ 
boys than respectable college authorities. There are 
purists who hold that the outside limits of becoming 
mirth should bo a certain decorous cheerfulness; 
Milton, they think, has indicated the tone of sentiment 
appropriate to the contemplation of nature by making 
the Allegro as sober as the Penseroso; and they would 
have set us down as heartless despisers of the charms 
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of sublime scenery. I will not undertake our defence 
at present, and only beg my readers to excuse us, if 
they can, on the ground of that national reticence 
which is so great a convenience for people who have 
no sentiment to hide. Let them believe, or try to 
believe, that we were as sensitive as Mr. lluskin him¬ 
self to the charms of the mountains, and put on a 
mask of outward mirth only by way of concealing our 
‘great disposition to cry.’ At this point of our jour¬ 
ney, however, neither emotion made itself manifest. 
The top of the Jungfrau-Joch comes rather like a 
bathos in poetry. It rises so gontly above the steep 
ice wall, and it is so diilicult to determine the preciso 
culminating point, that our enthusiasm oozed out 
gradually instead of producing a smldon explosion; 
and that instead of giving three clu'.ers, singing ‘ God 
Save the Queen,’ or observing any of the traditional 
ceremonial of a simpler generation of travellers, wo 
calmly walked forwards as though we had boon cross¬ 
ing Westminster Bridge, and on catching sight of a 
small patch of rocks near the foot of the Miinch, 
rushed precipitately down to it and x>artook of our 
third breakfast. Which things, like most others, 
might easily be made into an allegory. The great 
dramatic moments of life are very ai)t to fall singu¬ 
larly flat. We manage to discount all their interest 
beforehand; and are amazed to find that the day to 
which we have looked forward so long—the day, it 
may be, of our marriage, or ordination, or election 
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to be Lord Mayor—finds ns curiously unconscious of 
any sudden transformation and as strongly inclined to 
prosaic eating and drinking as usual. At a later 
period we may become conscious of its true significance, 
and perhaps the satisfactory conquest of this new pass 
has given us more pleasure in later years than it did 
at the moment. However that may be, we got under 
way again after a meal and a chat, our friends 
Messrs. George and Moore descending the Aletsch 
glacier to the iKlggischhorn, whose summit was already 
in sight, and deceptively near in appearance. The 
remainder of the party soon turned off to the left, and 
ascended the snow-slopes to the gap between the 
Monch and Trugberg. As wo passed these huge 
masses, rising in solitary grandeur from the centre of 
one of the noblest snowy wastes of the Aljis, Morgan 
reluctantly confessed for the first time that he knew 
nothing exactly like it in Wales. We ploughed on 
in the mid-day sun, Bubi trailing the ladder behind us 
with singular case and content. We were not sorry 
to reach the top of the Monch-Joch, and dropped down 
through the complicated crevasses beyond to the 
Grindelwald side. Bubi deposited his ladder at the 
foot of the groat icefall after thirteen hours’ com¬ 
panionship ; and at nine o’clock we returned to the 
Adler at Grindelwald, having made a now and inte¬ 
resting high-level route from the Wengern Alp. 

On sitting down to supper, I discovered a large 
wound in my ankle. On exhibiting this to a medical 
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friend next morning, he ashed for my clasp-knife. 
Extracting from it a very blunt and rusty lancet, and 
observing that it would probably hurt me very much, 
he quietly took hold of my leg, and, as it appeared to 
me, drove the aforesaid lancet right through my ankle 
with a pleasant grin. He then recommended mo to 
lie down on the sofa, and keep my foot higher tlian 
my head. I obeyed his directions, and remained in 
this attitude (which is rather commodious than ele¬ 
gant) for eight consecutive days of glorious summer 
weather. I had the pleasure (through a tolescopo) of 
seeing my friends one day on the Wetterhorn and 
another on the Eiger. I read through the whole 
literature of the village, consisting of an odd number 
of the ‘ Illustrated,’ half a ‘ Bell’s Life,’ and Tenny¬ 
son’s ‘Princess,’ about a dozen times, and occasionally 
induced two faithful companions to trot me round the 
house in a chaise-i-porteurs. 

I studied with a philosophic eye the nature of that 
offensive variety of the genus of primates, the common 
tourist. His main specialities, as it seems to me from 
many observations, are, first and chiefly, a rooted 
aversion to mountain scenery; secondly, a total in- 
•Bapacity to live without the ‘ Times ’; and thirdly, a 
deeply-seated conviction that foreigners generally are 
members of a secret society intended to extort money 
on false pretences. The cause of his travelling is 
wrapped in mystery. Sometimes I have regarded him 
as a missionary intended to show by example the 
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delights of a British Sunday. Never, at least, does he 
shine with such obvious complacency as when, armed 
with an assortment of hymn-books and bibles, he 
evicts all the inferior races from the dining-room of an 
hotel. Perhaps he is doing penance for sharp prac¬ 
tices at home ; and offers himself up for a time to be 
the victim of the despised native, as a trifling expia¬ 
tion of his offences. This view is confirmed by the 
spirit in which he visits the better known places of 
pilgrimage. He likes a panoramic view in proportion 
to the number of peaks which he can count, which, I 
take it, is a method of telling his beads; he is doomed 
to see a certain number of objects, and the more he 
can take in at one dose, the better. Further, he com¬ 
forts himself for his sufferings under sublime scenery 
by enjoying those conundrums in stone—if they may 
be so called—which are to be found even in the moun¬ 
tains. A rock that imitates the shape of the Duke of 
Wellington’s nose gives him unspeakable delight; and 
he is very fond of a place near Grindelwald where 
St. Martin is supposed to have thrust his staff through 
one hill and marked the opposite slope by sitting down 
with extreme vigour. Some kind of lingering fetish 
worship is probably to be traced in these curious ob¬ 
servances. Although the presence of this species is 
very annoying, I do not think myself justified in ad¬ 
vocating any scheme for their extirpation, such as 
leaving arsenic about, as is done by some intelligent 
colonists in parallel cases, or by tempting them into 
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dangerous parts of the mountains. I should be per¬ 
fectly satisfied if they could be confined to a few penal 
settlements in the less beautiful valleys. Or, at least, 
let some few favoured places be sot apart for, a race 
who certainly are as disagreeable to other persons as 
others can be to them—I moan the genuine enthusiasts, 
or climbing monomaniacs. 

Milder sentiments returned as my health im¬ 
proved. 








CHAPTBE Vn 


XlIK VIHSCHKR-JOCU 

On the eighth day, July 2i), my leg was nearly well, 
and tying it up in a handkorcluef, I resolved to get on 
to my feet once more, and make another pass across 
the Ohorland. Tire same evening four of us (Hardy, 
Liveiug, Morgan, and I), with the two Michels, 
Baumann, C. Bohren, and Iniibnit, were the occu¬ 
pants of the Kastenstoin, a kind of burrow under a 
big stone at the foot of the Strahleck Pass. A more 
glorious evening and a more lovely place for a bivouac 
I never saw. The long line of cliff from the Pin- 
steraarhorn to the Eiger was in front of us. At their 
foot lay the vast reservoirs of snow, from which the 
huge Grindolwald glacier pours down right into the 
meadows and corn-fields below. Looking down the 
great ice-stream through the mighty gateway whose 
pillars are the Eiger and the Mottolhorn, wo had our 
one glimpse of vegetation and habitable regions. 
The faint reflection of the flashes of summer lightning 
showed us at intervals the clear outline of the snow- 
fields opposite, and one glimmering spark marked the 
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resting-place of some friends who were to cross the 
Monch-Joch next day. Some discordant shrieks from 
onr guides made the summer night hideous, but pro¬ 
bably failed to reach the ears of our next neighbours 
at a distance of three or four miles. We certainly 
heard no response, and crept into our burrow, whore I 
need only say that four of us were packed between a 
couple of nubbly rocks, some two foot apart, and 
reduced into that kind of mass which ‘ moveth alto¬ 
gether if it move at all.’ 

At 4.65 next morning, very much later than was 
either necessary or advisable, we were off. Crossing 
the crisp surface of level glacier beneath us, we arrived 
at the foot of a series of snow-slopes, which rise 
from the highest reach of the Grindelwald glacier to 
the eastern face of the Viescherhorn. Seen from this 
side, the lesser Viescherhorn (or Ochsenhorn) rises in 
a double-headed form; the peak towards the Fin- 
steraarhorn being bounded by a rounded outline, and 
divided by a saddle from the sharper peak towards the 
north. Immediately below this saddle lies a com¬ 
paratively level plain. Two or three ridges starting 
from it partition off the secondary glaciers, which 
descend steeply through deep gorges to the Grindelwald 
glacier. The most obvious plan would perhaps be to 
ascend that glacier which starts from the actual col, 
south of the rounder point of the Viescherhorn and 
between it and the Finsteraarhorn. The lower part of 
this glacier is, however, torn by numerous crevasses. 
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and its upper part divided from the col by long and 
very steep snow-slopes. We therefore preferred to 
ascend at once by the first glacier whose foot we 
reached, -and which appears to form nearly a straight 
line from the sharper summit of the Viescherhorn to 
the Grindelwald glacier. This glacier was itself torn 
by huge transverse crevasses in more than one place. 
We toiled slowly up it in a long line, dragging behind 
us a ladder, which our experience on the Jungfrau- 
Joch had induced us to lug along with us. The 
abominable machine acted rather like the log some¬ 
times attached to a donkey’s leg. It trailed heavily 
and deeply behind us. It of course abridged more or 
less our passage of some of the larger crevasses. But 
I am inclined to think that it was pressed upon us by 
the guides rather with a view to increased wages 
than to the actual exigencies of the case. Our glacier 
had a fine eastern aspect, and consequently, as the 
morning sun struck upon it, we sank deeper and 
deeper, and toiled more wearily up its apparently 
interminable elopes. The ladder made a deep trace 
along the snow, we floundered wearily on, and the 
Viescherhorn seemed to rise higher and higher with a 
monotonous but singularly steady motion. At last we 
struck into the path of an avalanche, which had come 
down not long before, and had effectually bridged 
some yawning crevasses. This helped us well, and at 
last, after about five hours of toil, we found ourselves 
on the little level I have mentioned. We struck 
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across this, and circumventing a burgschrimd l>y means 
of the ladder—the one time in the day when its absence 
would really have been inconvenient—we found our¬ 
selves, at 10.30, on a kind of snowy rib descending 
directly from the rounded dome which forms the 
southern hump of the Vieaeherhorn. 

Up to this point the work had been simply a stiff 
pull against the collar, with no excitement, no variety, 
and very little pleasure. It was situply {ilodding up 
a very hot, long staircase, knee-deep in snow. B’rom 
this point the labour was so far c.hanged that we 
frequently had ice under our feet instead of snow; the 
guides had the additional amusement of cutting a good 
many steps, and there was a small amount of plea¬ 
surable excitement from tlic fact that there was a 
bare possibility of our coming down with a run. The 
surface of the ice was covered by snow in that poculii r 
state in which it is sometimes found in these high 
regions. It consisted of a mass of granular lumps, 
like loose piles of hailstones. These poured into every 
footstep as it was cut, as so mucli sand might have 
done, and had to be cleared out by hand and foot 
before we could safely trust our weight to them. As 
it was, the rope once or twice tightened tinploasantly, 
and my next neighbour informed me that ho was 
resting upon nothing in particular, and advised me to 
stand steady. I presume, too, that it is to this point 
of our journey that I am to refer an incident which 
Morgan has since related in thrilling terms, but which 
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has mysteriously escaped my memory. I fear it was 
part of that queer incrustation of legend which gathers 
so rapidly round genuine historical narrative. He 
says that we were exhausted with our labour, parched 
with the reflected heat of the sun, and toiling knee- 
deep in snow up the steepest part of the slope. Guides 
and travellers were alike faint—frequently pausing 
for breath, and at times half inclined to give up their 
toilsome enterprise. A halt took place—we were 
undecided whether to advance or retire—the critical 
moment was come. Suddenly Morgan raised his 
voice, and dashed into one of the inspiring songs of 
his native land. As the notes struck our ears, fresh 
vigour seemed to come into our muscles. With a 
unanimous cry of ‘ Forwards! ’ we rushed on, and in 
a fit of enthusiasm gained the top of the pass. I am 
content with stating as a fact that, somehow or other, 
we toiled up the dreary slopes, and at last found 
ourselves at the point where the snow-rib loses itself 
in the rounded knob of the Viescherhorn. 

Just at this moment a cloud, which had been 
gathering along the ridge, became overcharged. A 
bright flash of lightning seemed to singe our beards, 
whilst a simultaneous roar of thunder crackled along 
the valley. A violent hailstorm rattled down, blinding 
and bewildering us. It was impossible to catch a 
glimpse of our route. We scooped some big holes in 
the snow with our axes, and cowered down in them to 
get some shelter. My hands were in that miserable 
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condition -when the more vehemently I rubbed them, 
the wetter and colder and more numbed they seemed 
to grow. The hail got in at the back of my neck; 
the cold wind froze my nose; the snow got into my 
boots and up my trousers, and filled my pockets. We 
helplessly waited for a change; and I have reason to 
suppose that my intellects were more than usually 
obscured. Certainly Mr. Ball has been compelled to 
state in his admirable Guide, that he cannot understand 
my description of the geography; and he charitably at¬ 
tributes my perplexity to the storm which here assailed 
us. I must admit that I do not quite understand the 
description myself; and now that eight years have 
elapsed since I saw the scene of our adventure, the 
details have certainly not become clearer. The only 
comfort is that, as nobody has been foolish enough to 
follow our steps, no great harm can have been done. 
Storm-beaten, stupefied, and sulky, wo crouched in the 
snow-drift till the storm lulled, and we jumped up to 
look round us. We might curve towards our left, or 
in a southerly direction, round the great knob of the 
Viescherhorn, so as to get on to the col. This would, 
as we saw afterwards, have been the right way. It 
involved, however, some more step-cutting, Wotliore- 
fore went round in the other direction, and at 2 p.m. 
got upon the saddle between the two points of the 
Viescherhorn. From this point it was obvious that 
we could descend upon the upper level of the Viescher 
glacier. Accordingly, without further investigation. 
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we crept slowly down a steep but short slope of snow 
and rock to a point where we could easily surmount 
a threatening bergsehrund, let ourselves down over it, 
and found ourselves on the upper level of the Viescher 
glacier. A tedious but not difficult series of manoeuvres 
placed us at the foot of the crevasses by which the 
upper part of the glacier is intersected, at about three 
o’clock. Our d6tour over the saddle of the Yiescher- 
horn had cost us a considerable amount of unnecessary 
trouble. Our difficulties were, however, now all over. 
Wo had made a pass, which, of all the passes I know, 
is certainly one of the most wearisome. A very long 
monotonous pull up a very steep slope of snow, with 
only the variation of sometimes having to cut steps 
and sometimes not, is apt to be stupid. The views 
wore of course grand, and the black rocks of the 
Schreckhorn looked down upon as with a majestic 
assertion of their dignity. I cannot, however, describe 
the scenery of the Yiesohergrat Pass as especially in¬ 
teresting. Perhaps I am biassed by our subsequent 
career. 

We were now on known ground. Nothing but a 
level stretch of glacier intervened between us and the 
ordinary route to the Pinsteraarhorn or Oberaar-Joch. 
The iEggischhorn inn began to paint itself distinctly 
to our imaginations. But I could not help remem¬ 
bering that we were hardly likely to reach the iEg- 
gischhorn before dark; and there are few Alpine 
travellers in whose minds darkness on the Jlggisch- 

M 







1G2 


THE PLAYQBOUND OF EUBOPB 


horn is not associated with weariness and vexation of 
spirit. I therefore strongly olij(icted to any un¬ 
necessary halts, and after taking a standing meal and 
contemptuously abandoning our ladder to the tender 
mercies of the glacier, we started at a rapid pace for 
our much-desired haven. We k^ft the Grunhornliicke 
on our right, struck into the Oberaar-Joch route, passed 
the wilderness of boulders and mossy slopes, whore a 
few wretched sheep pick up a myHt<adou8 existence 
above the Viescher glacier, descended the well-known 
waterfall, and after a rapid march found ourselves at 
7.30 at the point where the stream from the Miirjelen 
See descends beneath the ice close to.a few isolated 
huts. We were all rather tired. We wore disposed 
to look upon our day’s work as done, and wo hardly 
relished another climb. Still we were afraid to take 
the lower path to the JEggischhorn, and preftsrrod 
ascending the stream to the Miirjelen Alp, hoping to 
find natives there if it should be too dark to succeed in 
seeing the path to the inn. We climl)ed wearily and 
slowly upwards, halting to take an occasional pull at 
the stream and to imbibe certain remnants of brandy. 
Gradually it became dark. We were guided chiefly 
by the sound of the rushing water on our left. Every 
form of mountain and rock had become indistinct in 
the twilight, and then been blotted out in a drizzling 
mist. The stream seemed to be falling from an in¬ 
definite height out of absolute darkness, and the path 
refused obstinately to bend over into the little plain by 
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the lake. We might be climbing right up to the top 
of the grat, when at length we reached a small 
hummock of rock, on which was planted something 
like a wooden cross. Wo halted undecidedly and 
looked round. Nothing but a mixture of mist and 
night was to be seen. Some one raised a despairing 
jodel on the chance that wo were near the chalets. No 
answer. Another louder yell, in which we all joined; 
silence again, and then, to our intense delight, some¬ 
thing like a faint reply. A general yell now produced 
a singular phenomenon. A faint spark appeared at 
an indelinite distance, indistinctly glistening through 
the drizzle. The spark grew larger, began to move, 
and presently came rushing in a straight line towards 
us. On approacliing, a boy was discovered attached to 
one end of a flaming piece of pine wood. He had come 
on our cries from the Miirjelon Alp, and guided us back 
to it at 9 o’clock, a distance of two or three hundred 
yards. This piece of luck raised our spirits. We soon 
became valiant over warm milk and bread, and having 
thus unexpectedly clianged our prospect of lodging in 
damp rhododendron beds for the certainty of dry straw 
under a roof, began to think whether better things might 
not be done. Should we try to roach the iEggischhorn ? 
The guides unanimously pooh-poohed the idea. Live- 
ing, who had been rather unwell a day or two before, 
signified his opinion by taking off his boots and lying 
composedly down on the regulation mixture of hay and 
fleas. I was for giving in to the majority; but the 
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strongest and most obstinate member of the party 
showed at once his courage and the uncompromising 
vigour of his appetite by insisting upon making a dash 
for supper at the iEggischliorn. A, little diplomacy 
was therefore used. Certain hints at five francs pro¬ 
duced an obvious willingness on the, part of the small 
Will-o’-the-wisp to go in any direction we might 
please to mention. The guides grumbled emphatically. 
A variety of judicious appeals to their skill, and our 
extreme confidence in it, at last induced thorn to take a 
more favourable view of the case. The construction of 
a lantern out of an empty bottle and a candle removed 
one objection which had boon strongly urged. The right 
plan, I may remark, is to strike out the bottom of the 
bottle and to insert the candle through tho neck with 
the wick foremost. The glass of the bottle then forms 
a tolerably satisfactory screen. As an additional and 
(as it proved) more effective source of light, the boy 
constructed a torch by splitting one end of a large 
piece of wood with an axe, and inserting splinters of 
wood into the splits. Those when lighted made a 
grand blaze, and we all started at 10 r.M. in high 
spirits for the irm. Liveing, animated by our example, 
sprang up and accompanied us. 

For a time all went right enough. Tho torch led 
the van, and the lantern brought up the roar. We 
climbed the crest of the hill leading towards the 
^ggischhorn rapidly and successfully. 'We shall 
have supper before 11 o’clock,’ said Hardy. Presently 
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the torch went out. It was soon reKghted, and we 
were off again. Soon, however, our progress, which 
had been straight forward, seemed to me to be rather 
wandering. ‘ We have just missed the path,’ the boy 
explained, ‘ Imt wo shall have it again directly.’ It 
soon became rather doubtful, however, whether we 
were not looking for it in the wrong direction. Shortly 
afterwards a discussion arose whether the narrow gully 
which we were descending was not the very one we had 
come up ten minutes before. During the discussion 
the torch went out. In attempting to relight it we 
put the candle out. Then all tho matches were wet 
through, and it was not till we had hunted to the 
bottom of someone’s knapsack that we found any that 
would work. At last we succeeded; and, to save 
trouble, I may say that this process of extinction of 
all our lights, followed by their laborious rekindling, 
went on at continually shorter intervals till we seemed 
to be sitting down longer than we were walking. 
Meanwhile tho search for the missing path seemed 
every moment more hopeless. After scrambling up 
and down, and round and round for a long time, we 
found ourselves in a disconsolate and bewildered state 
of mind, standhrg on a damp ledge of grass at the foot 
of a big rock staring vacantly into blank darkness. 
Whether to go up or down, or right or left, we knew 
no more than if we had been suddenly dropped into the 
middle of the great Sahara. There was only one thing 
for it. We took our knapsacks and put on our remain- 
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ing articles of dress, e.g. two pairs of socks, an extra 
pair of trousers, a flannel shirt, a waistcoat, and a dozen 
paper shirt-collars, and crouched down under the rock, 
hoping that the wind would keep in the right (juarter, 
that the puddle in which we were sitting would lie 
speedily absorbed, and that the sun would got up as 
early as possible. The guides made some very sarcastic 
remarks, in very broad patnis, about gontlemon who 
wouldn’t take advice, and I refrained from allusions 
to supper. The boy who had attfsmpted to guide us 
had meanwhile vanished inystoriously into the depths 
of the night. At this instant, just as I had drawn my 
second pair of trousers over my second flannel shirt, 
he suddenly emerged from the dark, exclaiming, ‘ I’ve 
found a man ! ’ It struck me as a bewildering and 
improbable circumstance.that any other human hcitig 
should bo fool enough to be witliin roach of us ; and 1 
did not at first appreciate the fact that ho was refer¬ 
ring to a stone man or cairn, marking the route to the 
iEggischhorn. It was just twelve as ho made the an¬ 
nouncement, and in a few seconds the whole party was 
under way again, not even halting to take off the 
extra apparel. A dreary and a dismal walk wo had. 
In front was the hoy with the torch. At short in¬ 
tervals halts had to ho called, to coax the said torch by 
various means into renewed activity. In the intervals 
between these halts, I, being about fifth in the lino, was 
only conscious of the torch as a kind of halo spreading 
out a very short way and very mistily on either side of 
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certain black bodies, which osoillated strangely between 
me and it. From these black masses occasionally pro¬ 
ceeded sounds expressive of revolutionary sentiments 
about hills and stones in general, and the JEggischhorn 
in particular. My radius of vision included about a 
yard of hill, inclining at a very steep angle to my left, 
scattered with mysterious objects, which generally 
turned out to bo deep holes when I thought they were 
stones, and very unsteady and sharp-edged stones when 
I thought they were puddles. It is a well-known fact 
that the iFggischhorn consists of innumerable shoul¬ 
ders so arranged that you suppose every successive one 
as you come to it to be the last, and find out when 
you have turned it that it is only an insignificant unit 
in the multitude. I have often been made practically 
aware of this fact, but never was it so painfully im¬ 
pressed upon me as from 12 to 2.30 on the morning 
of July 30,1862. Stumbling, groaning, slipping, and 
pulling up short over stones, puddles, slippery grass, 
and every variety of pitfall, including cows, we pushed 
wearily on, and about 2.80 became conscious that we 
were in a thing that called itself a path. A few 
minutes at a quicker pace, and the iEggischhorn inn 
appeared. At 2.40 a.m. a wild yell from four weary, 
hungry, and thirsty travellers roused M.- Wellig to a 
sense of his duties, and by 8 o’clock the said travellers 
were asleep, with two good bottles of champagne inside 
them. 
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CHAPTEE VIII 

THE OOL I)B8 mRONnKTjT.BS 

A QTJBBR sensation which sometimes comes over me 
on the sight of some familiar Alpine view may host ho 
illustrated by a literary parallel. In reading some 
genuine old English dramatist, I have been tempted 
to exclaim, What does this fellow mean by imitating 
Lamb’s ‘John Woodvill,’ or Taylor’s ‘Philip Van 
Artevelde’? Why doesn’t he see the absurdity of 
mimicking a man who was his junior by two cen¬ 
turies ? His local colouring is the same, if it is not 
quite BO obtrusive, as that of our modornElizabethans, 
In the same way the view from the Wongern Alp, 
or the Gornergrat, or the Montanvert strikes me as 
little better than a plagiarism. Have we not seen 
the very same design used over and over again for 
the lids of carved boxes, and worked to death by the 
artists of those pictures with blue glaciers, and white 
peaks, and melodramatic chamois which stare at us 
from every shop-window in Interlaken or Chamonix ? 
Why should the eternal Alps enter into rivalry with 
such puerile performances ? In no place have I been 
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more frequently seduced into this whimsical inversion 
of logic than at the Montanvert. The Montanvert, 
in fact, is, with the possible exception of the Wen- 
gern Alp, the moat cockney-ridden of all the well- 
known points of view. Within a few hundred yards 
of the inn lies a monument which strikingly illus¬ 
trates this truth, and which, I fear, hardly receives 
from members of this club the attention which it 
deserves. On the old moraine, just above the place 
whore the solemn echoes of the mountains are waked 
for the sum of ton centimes, lies an ancient gray 
stone, on which are carved the names of Pocock 
and Windham. Some Old Mortality of the district 
appears to have preserved this inscription which 
marks the bivouac of the first British tourists 
180 years ago. Having surmounted the peril of the 
ascent to Chamonix, these primitive adventurers, 
whose memory should surely be dear to us, succeeded 
in sealing the Montanvert, and doubtless felt that 
they had well earned their night’s rest beneath the 
now historical block. Perhaps the Alpine Club might 
do worse, in case of necessity, than apply a few francs 
towards the preservation of this memorial of their 
ancestors’ heroism. Another inscription commemo¬ 
rative of tourist enthusiasm never aroused my con¬ 
scious attention, often as my eyes must have rested 
upon it, until this summer. All who have made expedi¬ 
tions from the Montanvert remember that queer little 
octagonal edifice opposite the door of the inn, winch 
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seems to be a compromise betwimn a 8t!t.i)le, a kitchen, 
and a sleeping-room for the guides. Itcre, 1 have 
sometimes fancied, were held the private sittings of 
the Everlasting Club commemorated in the ‘ Spec¬ 
tator.’ I have never, at least, looked in at any hour 
of day or night without seeing a guide seated by the 
fire—eating, drinking, or smoking with stolid persis¬ 
tency, and generally conspicuous for tliat air of ex¬ 
treme personal comfort which is only produced by the 
consciousness that you are kec^ping somtsbody waiting. 
The impatience which is naturally prodmuKl in the 
mind of an external observer had, I presume, hitherto 
prevented mo from noticing that above the door are 
engraved tlie words, A la Nature. In fact, tho build¬ 
ing was erected by a prefect of some half-century 
ago, who indulged in the good old-fashioned senti¬ 
mentalism of the Rousseau school, and devised this 
rather pagan edifice for tho b(;nefit of his follow- 
creatures. Then it was probably an almost solitary 
example of a building intended for the accommodation 
of Alpine sightseers. Since that day, two or three 
generations of tourists must have gazed from its doors 
up the ice-stream of tho Mer de Glace, and admired 
the great block of the Geant and the Jorasses framed 
so symmetrically between the gigantic portals of the 
Charmoz and the Verte. The view has indeed become 
BO familiar that almost every Alpine traveller, and 
many travellers who have never been to the Alps, 
could draw a recognisable outline of its main features 
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with thoir eyes shut. Tho Alpine Club, I doubt 
not, is as familiar with its details as with a well- 
hnown passage beginning ‘ Dearly beloved brethren; ’ 
and, as tho statement that ‘ the Scripture moveth us 
in sundry places ’ sometimes reaches their ears with¬ 
out exciting a very vivid emotion, so the eye glances 
along the well-lmown ridges without setting up any 
conscious train of reflection. To some such cause, at 
least, I must attribute the really curious fact, that up 
to tho year 1878 nobody had yet attempted one of the 
most conspicuous passes in tho whole range of the 
Alps. The grand block of tho Jorasses is abruptly 
cut away, as we all know, at its northern end, and 
thence to tho wild labyrinth of ridges which culmi¬ 
nates in the Aiguille do Lechaud, there stretches a 
level saddle, over which, as is obvious to the meanest 
capacity, there must lie a route to Courmayeur. 
Indeed it would be the natural route for anybody 
intending to cross tlio Col du Geant by the light of 
nature. If you would malm a bee-line from the Mont- 
anvert to tho nearest points of the Italian valleys, 
your route woirld take you straight across this col, 
which is as obtrusive as the Th6odule from Zermatt, 
or tho Jungfrau-Joeh from the Wengern Alp. The 
apparent steepness of the final barrier indeed was 
forbidding; but in an ascent of the Mt. Mallet, which 
I had made a couple of years previously, we had gone 
near enough to see that this appearance, as in so 
many other cases, promised to be illusory. M. Lopp6 
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was especially impressed by the view, and had fre¬ 
quently suggested to me the propriety of an assault 
when arranging the plans of coming campaigns. The 
discussion assumed fresh prominence during certain 
tobacco parliaments held in the beginning of July last 
in front of Gouttet’s inn at Chamonix. It took a 
practical turn on the arrival of Messrs. T. S. Kennedy 
and J. G. Marshall, who contemplated tho same expe¬ 
dition, and brought two excidhsnt guidtss, Johann 
Fischer of Meiringen, and Ulrich Aimer, son of the 
hero of Grindelwald. Kennedy and Marshall had 
already acquired useful information by examining tlie 
col from the other side, and were eager to add this to 
their previous conquests. Loppo was naturally keen 
about the last pass of really first-rate excellence in 
the district which may fairly bo called his own. For 
my part, I have long abandoned diflicult and danger¬ 
ous expeditions. Moreover, I wfi.s at Chamonix in 
the interesting character of invali<l. I was sufToring 
from a state of mind and body whicli wives and 
mothers generally attribute to overwork, and which 
one’s masculine friends consider as a pronounctid 
attack of idleness. Whatever the origin of my symp¬ 
toms, I took a course which I can strongly commend 
to all my hearers. I consulted a distinguished 
physician who to his great medical skill adds the 
special merit of being a member of the Alpine Club. 
He prescribed—less to my surprise than to my satis¬ 
faction—Alpine air and indolence Tho last phrase 
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I took to include moderate walking exercise, and, 
though abjuring anything bordering upon the per¬ 
formance of athletic feats, I felt myself at liberty to 
accompany my friends in the humble character of 
historiographer, with lilierty to turn back if the 
danger or the fatigue sliould prove excessive. 

And so it came to pass that once more I was 
sleeping at tho Montanvert, on the night of Sunday, 
July 13. The weather was so questionable that I had 
delayed my departure till the last possible moment. 
Througliout the early summer we had a series of 
thunderstorms, tho temperature, lowered by each 
storm, gradually becoming almost unbearably hot, 
till we were relieved by another explosion. On this 
occasion a storm had just passed, but as Loppe and I 
climbed the well-known Montanvert path in the' late 
evening, tho heavy pine-branches were still dripping 
witli moisture, and an occasional thunder-growl 
muttered amongst the distant ranges. I had there¬ 
fore turned in with some doubts as to the next day’s 
weather. A happy faculty of sleeping soon produced 
utter oblivion, though my couch was little softer than 
Pocoek and Windham’s stone. What passed for a 
mattress seemed rather to be a cylindrical bolster of 
abnormal hardness, and reminded me of that dummy 
which Jack tho Giant-killer placed in his bed in one 
of his adventures; as it would have been only too 
well calculated to withstand tho most vicious blows of 
an infuriated Blunderboro. I see that I am inevitably 
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falling into the olil groove. I am treating my readers 
to the thousand and first description of the dis¬ 
comforts of bad beds. My only excuse is, that the 
grievance is as lasting as the grumbling. The Mont- 
anvert inn is a disgrace to the district. The com¬ 
mune of Chamonix receives, I am told, a rent of some 
5001. a year for this dirty, tumbledown, old hovel, 
which has received no improvement or additioir since 
it was first erected. The number of visitors must 
have multiplied tenfold, but the accommodation is 
strictly stationary, and the i)ricoH steadily advancing. 
This phenomenon is quite in accordance with the 
laws of political economy. Monopoly, whether of 
railways or innkeepers, is fatal to the comforts of 
travellers. To complain is probably mere waste of 
ink; and yet one would fain hope that the good 
people of Chamonix may be impressed in the course 
of a generation or two with the conviction that bettor 
accommodation on so celebrated a point of view 
would provide an excellent investment for some of 
their spare capital. In Switzerland the Montanvert 
would have been rebuilt and enlarged a dozen times 
over; and the example of their enterprising neigh¬ 
bours should be set before these good stolid Cha- 
mouniards as vigorously as possible. Meanwhile, in 
spite of dirt, discomfort, a squalid bedroom, and a 
close atmosphere, I was sleeping peacefully on the 
early morning of the 14th, lapped in some dim 
consciousness that I had still an hour and a half 











THE COL DBS EIBONDELLES 


175 


before the inevitable hour of starting, when a sien- 
torian voice resounded through the house—‘ Oh6 ! 
la-bas ! Aufstehen ! Gar 9 on ! get up ! * were some 
of the fragrncmtary utterances which rang like a 
trumpet through my dreams; and led me to realise 
the fact that my young friend Marshall, boiling over 
with the impetuosity of youth, was resolved to avoid 
any danger of oversleeping by premature vocifera¬ 
tion, Some wretched tourists, it was true, were be¬ 
ginning to fortify themselves ■ by a few hours' repose 
for the toils of an expedition to the Jardin. They 
must take the consequences of venturing into the 
haunts of tlie enthusiastic climbers, and speedily they 
had a lively accompaniment to the vocal music played 
on the planks by a pair of sturdy hobnailed boots. 
Lulled by this music, I endeavoured to compose 
myself once more to rest by carefully extending 
myself along that granite column which played the 
part of mattress. Alas! my efforts were in vain. 
The voice became more emphatic. 

Still it criad * Sleep no more I ’ to all the house; 

Marshall hath murdered sleep ; and therefore Lopp6 

Shall sloop no more; Stephen shall sleep no more. 

Nay, if I am not mistaken, a personal application was 
given to some of tlio more energetic remonstrances; 
and, finally, I found myself dozing over the usual 
fragments of dry bread and tepid coffee, and en¬ 
deavouring, according to a principle which I observe 
with undoviating punctuality, to shirk all responsi- 
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bility in the matter of ordering provisions or other¬ 
wise arranging for a start. Still drowsy and didl, I 
turned out about throe o’clock into the drowsy night. 
The prospect was equivocal. Torn fragnionts of 
vapour floated aimlessly above the valleys and clus¬ 
tered in long streamers upon the mountain sides. 
The pyramid of the Aiguille Verto was nearly hidden ; 
on the opposite aide, the Aiguille do Oharmoz appeared, 
as it were, in a ragged dressing-gown, reHombling the 
costume of Mr. Kckwick’s companions in the I'kset 
Prison. A maudlin kind of monster it stioraed, appa¬ 
rently reeling homewards from some debauch in a 
general state of intellectual haziness. One huge 
finger—well known to all buyers of photographs and 
coloured drawings for tlie last fifty years—was held 
up, pointing, with a muddled significance, towards 
the heavens. Doubtless some sort of moaning might 
lurk in that intoxicated gesture ; but I am no diviner 
of omens. Whether the old Charmoz intended an 
encouragement or a warning was to me an impene¬ 
trable secret. Perhaps, too, my language is rather 
profane. The mountain, gleaming in the dim mooir- 
light through the veil of mist, and revealing that 
strange pinhacle of rock which, as I have seen it from 
■a nearer point, is one of the most daring of mountain 
spires, should have excited awe rather than unseemly 
familiarity. I do not profess, however, to have my 
emotions at command; solemn objects sometimes fail 
to create in me that ‘ great disposition to cry ’ which 
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is the becoming mode of testifying sensibility to 
natural beauty. Moreover, I have a spite against 
the Gharmoz. I tried to climb him a few weeks after¬ 
wards, and his scarped cliffs foiled our best efforts; 
and, therefore, I take the liberty, not unprecedented 
under such circumstances, of attacking the character 
of a mountain which has shown itself too hard for 
me. We had soon turned our backs on the Charmoz, 
and, as we advanced, two facts became evident: the 
sunrise was heaitliy, giving promise at least of a 
tolerable day; and the pace speedily threatened to be 
tremendous. Our party was of heterogeneous com¬ 
position. Experience was roprosonted by the elder 
travellers, and youthful precipitance by our friend 
Marshall. Youth accordingly sot out, in spite of sage 
warnings, at a brisk rate, and was soon leaping cre¬ 
vasses in a playful spirit far aliead of creeping age. 
Had wo been united wo might have succocdcd in sup¬ 
pressing this undignilhHl impetuosity; but the guides, 
as well as their employers, were divided. Loppe and 
I had engaged Henri 1 irsvouassoud, a younger brother 
of tlie well-known Francois. Now, Henri—and I am 
glad to make the remark in view of some recent 
criticisms upon Chamonix guides —is a strong, willing, 
and pleasant fellow, though not, as I judge, more than 
second-rate as a Icadtir of a party. Ho caught the 
contagion from Marshall, and was willing to show 
his Ohorland companions that a Cluwnonix guide 
could make the running. Accordingly, wo crossed the 
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glacier at a pace which brought us to the foot of the 
final bergschrund in little over three hours. It is, I 
am aware, contrary to all rules of Alpine writing to 
reach a bergschrund so early in the narrative of the 
expedition. But I have a sufficient apology. It is as 
easy to get to this bergschrund as to roach the 
Jardin—as easy as another process whicli I need not 
particularly mention, and the facility of which needs 
no demonstration to an audience of travelhu-s by pro¬ 
fession. There is simply a gently sloiiing snow- 
plain to cross, where the few crovasseB could be 
turned by trifling deviations from our route; and 
thus our only nientionable adventure was the inevi¬ 
table quarrel with the porter from tiro Moiitanvert, 
who asked more for going part of the way to the 
Jardin from the inn than he would have received, 
according to the tariff, for going the whole way from 
Chamonix and back. Moreover, I am not going to 
let my hearers off too easily. For here I nnist insert 
a brief digression whilst we are eating our breakfast 
and speculating upon the best line of assault. A day 
or two before we had committed the usual folly of an 
exploring expedition. It had the normal fate of such 
performances. We had climbed to nearly our present 
position and had thence watched a noble bank of 
boiling cloud, which effectually screened from sight 
every detail of our proposed route. One incident, 
however, deserves fuller commemoration. As we be¬ 
gan to climb the snow-slopes we observed at a little 
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distance ahead certain mysterious objects arranged 
with curious symmetry in a circle upon the glacier. 
Some twenty black spots lay absolutely motionless 
before us ; and as wo approached we became aware of 
their nature, aud not, as I will venture to add, with¬ 
out a certain feeling of sadness. In fact, we had 
before us a proof of the terrible power with which 
tempests sometimes rage in these upper regions. The 
twenty objects were corpses—not human corpses, 
which, indeed, would in some sense have been less 
surprising. As a melancholy accident has lately 
shown, man may easily be done to death by the icy 
winds which have such terrible power in these exposed 
wastes of snow. But the poor little bodies which lay 
before us wore the mortal remains of swallows. How 
it came to pass that tlie little company had been 
struck down so suddenly as their position seemed to 
indicate gave matter for reflection. Ten minutes’ 
flight with those strong winds would have brought 
them to the shelter of the Chamonix forests, or have 
taken them across the mountain wall to the congenial 
climate of Italy. Whether the birds had gathered 
together for warmth, or been stupefied so suddenly by 
the blasts as to bo slain at once in a body, there 
they were, united in death, and looking, I confess, 
strangely pathetic in the midst of the snowy wilder¬ 
ness. I mention it here, not merely because none of 
us had met with such an incident before, but also for 
another purpose. We proposed at the time to give 
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to our pass the name of tho Col <le$ Jtimnddlcs, 
which may be justified by tho procodont of tlio Adlcr- 
Joch at Zermatt. First discoverers have, I believe, 
a right to christen their passes; but, unhuikily or 
otherwise, it is one of tliose riglits whitdi is not very 
valuable, because it cannot bo enforced. If future 
travellers choose to call the pass tho Col des Jorasses, 
or the Col de Lechaud, we cannot exact any penalty 
from them. So far, however, as our authority is 
recognised, I beg to state that we in all due form 
passed a resolution declaring that hoiiceforth the col 
which I am about to describe should bo known to all 
whom it concerns by the sole style and title of the 
Col dcs Hiromlelles. And having thus done my duty 
to the swallows, and given satisfaction, as I hope, to 
such souls as Mr. Darwin and the Thirty-nine Articles 
may allow them to possess, I will return to tho narra¬ 
tive of our adventures. 

As I have already said, a precipitous wall stretches 
northwards from tho foot of the Jorasses. On the 
French side it consists chiefly of roch ; on the Italian 
it is covered by the wild Glacier do Freboutsiie. As 
we approached it we recognised various routes, each 
of which appeared at times to be easy, and then again 
put on an appearance of inaccessibility from some 
different point of view. Close to tho Jorasses there 
descends a broad couloir of ice, crowned by a wall of 
SOTac, as to which it is still a matter of controversy 
whether it ever does or does not discharge avalanches. 
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I cannot decide the point, not having made the necea- 
Bary observations; but I may briefly say that anyone 
who likes to risk these possibly non-existent ava¬ 
lanches might probably shorten his route to the 
summit. It would, perhaps, be possible, moreover, 
to roach the top of the col by climbing the lower rocks 
of the Jorasses, and so keeping entirely to the right, 
or south, of the groat couloir. To the left, or north, 
there is a long rocky wall, seamed by deep narrow 
couloirs of much smaller dimensions, occasionally 
varied by steep snow-slopes, by scarped surfaces of 
rock, and by huge ribs which descend steeply from 
the summit and are more or less cut off at their lower 
extremities. More than one route might, perhaps, 
bo discovered amongst them. Our attention, how¬ 
ever, was fixed upon the ridge which bounded the 
great couloir immediately to the north, and upon a 
very deep and narrow couloir, which again lies imme¬ 
diately to the north of the ridge. This last couloir 
was filled with snow at the time of our passage, and, 
as seen from the Montanvert, appeared to us like a 
bright white thread. The snow, however, frequently 
disappears, and the whole wall then seems to be little 
more than a mass of rock. To be clear, I shall call 
this narrow couloir the chimney, and I may proceed 
to describe our assault. 

The chimney opens out at its lower end, and is 
lost in the main slope above the hergsehrund. At 
6.46 we attacked this natural fosse with the usual 
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gymnastics. They involved no particular difficulty, 
and I only had to complain of a decided propensity of 
the rope to get itself entangled in my hat. The said 
hat, having shrunk, was easily knocked off my head, 
and the fact that I was constantly struggling to 
preserve it against the skilful assaults of the ropo 
may show that the lino of ascent was tolerably steep. 
For a time, however, the climb was perfectly easy. 
Digging our feet into soft but tenacious snow, wo 
speedily reached the chimney and found it in good 
condition. The snow-bod which lined it enaliled us 
to climb hand over hand without a check for some 
considerable distance. But by degrees, Fischor, who 
was leading, became nervous. Ho lias a prejudice, in 
which I admit that I share, against stones bigger and 
harder than the human head, and subject entirely to 
the force of gravitation. Loppd, who is always loudly 
proclaiming his own extreme prudence—it is his pot 
virtue, and the only one upon which he prides him¬ 
self—is a sceptic in the matter of stones. Whether 
he has confidence in the strength of his skull, or a 
faith in his capacity for being missed, I cannot say. 
However, he assured us emphatically that stones 
would not fall, or if they did fall, would not hurt us. 
Deaf to these arguments—I call them arguments for 
want of a better word—Fischer insisted upon leaving 
the chimney and climbing the rib between ourselves 
and the great couloir. And hence arose a division of 
the party, and a certain amount of emulation, though 
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no want of cordiality. Whilst Loppe and Devouas- 
soud as representatives of Chamonix stuck to the 
chimney like men, we effected a flanking movement 
on to the rib. Now, as all climbers know, these 
transverse performances, which, if I may say it, 
take a mountain across the grain, are apt to lead to 
difficulties. For about fifty yards we had, what 
seemed to me, a really nasty bit of climbing. The 
rocks wore powdered with a layer of snow, sufffciently 
deep to aggravate seriously the difficulties due to 
their rottenness and irregularity. I will not prO' 
sume to say that the consequence of this was any 
real difficulty. Objectively speaking the rocks may 
have been easy; subjectively considered I heartily 
condemned them. A different word has been used in 
some transhiuons from the Greek. At any rate, I 
was reduced to a state of mind of which many travel¬ 
lers have never been conscious; that is to say, I got 
so far as the incipient stage of a resolution never to 
trust my precious neck (the word precious, again, is 
used in a subjective sense) in discovering new Alpine 
passes. One or two positions, distinctly imprinted 
upon my memory, could bo easily represented by Mr. 
Whymper’s pencil, but are not so easily translatable 
into language. Nor, indeed, is it worth while to tell 
the old story over again. The discontent incident to 
precarious scrambling was aggravated by the sight of 
Lopp6 and Devouassoud climbing their chimney with 
great ease and rapidity and greatly gaining upon ua 
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in height. Soon, however, the tables wore turned. 
Once on the backbone of the ridge we had the best of 
it. In fact all difiiculty was over, an<l we moved at 
breathless speed towards the top. B’iseber was 
excited, and felt that his reputation was more or less 
at stake. We were bound to he lirst on the top, ksst 
those verriickte Franzimui —the name, I deeply regret 
to say, which he applied to our excellent friends in 
the chimney—should laugh at our beards. We saw, 
indeed, and the sight was halm to our souls, that they 
had the left chimney on the opposite side, and were 
pressing, with some difficulty, up a steep snow-slope 
which led them to a point considerably to the nortli of 
that at which we were aiming. It brought them, 
however, to the other side of a great knob which here 
crowns the ridge, and we were therefore invisible to 
each other during the last few hundred feet. All the 
more we strained every nerve to reach the top; and a 
new cause increased our anxiety. I had pointed out 
to Kennedy the beauty of certain light clouds which 
were drifting over the col from Italy, and tinged by 
prismatic colours as they came above our heads. 
Unluckily they came thicker and deeper. As we 
reached the snow-mound on the summit-ridge wo 
were enveloped in a light vapour which effectually 
hid from us the grand precipices of the Jorasses, and, 
for a time, concealed all but the snows in our imme¬ 
diate neighbourhood. We raised a shout, partly of 
self-applause and partly as a challenge to our rivals. 









THM COL DES HIBONDELLES 


185 


Had we readied the top first ? I have an opinion 
upon tliat Huhji'ct, and it is one which I think I could 
support by Huffideutly conclusive facts. I will add, 
however, that no persuasion, short of absolute phy¬ 
sical torture, Bha.ll induce me to reveal it even to 
this Club, which has the first right to my confidence. 
Far be it from me to give the slightest sanction, direct 
or indirect, to any spirit of rivalry between climbers. 
Racing in the Alps is an utter abomination, and I 
have never boon guilty of such a crime; except, 
indeed, once in an ascent of Mont Blanc, and again, 
I fear, in a dash up the J^lggischhorn, and yet once 
or twice more on some of the Oberland peaks, and 
perhaps on a few other occasions which I decline to 
mention more particularly at the present moment. 
But my principles are good if my conduct is occasion¬ 
ally inconsistent. And therefore, without throwing 
any light upon the (lucstion, I will merely remark 
that our party reached the summit about nine; having 
thus occupied a little over two hours in climbing the 
last rocks. I should guoss their height very roughly 
at some 1,200 foot; and, as the process involved 
some step-cutting, and the passage of the berg- 
schnmd, it will be seen that no serious difficulties were 
encountered. I will add further, that though our col 
was the point winch would naturally be selected from 
the French side, the descent upon the Italian side 
was probably easier from Lopp6’8. The difference, 
however, is trifling. 
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To lie on the summit of a now and first-rate 
pass is a pleasure which, in the nature of things, can 
be but rarely enjoyed. Our spirits were naturally 
exuberant. What was it to us that imagination in¬ 
stead of bodily eyesight had to picture tlio butt-end 
of the lion-like mass of the Joraases, the wild sea of 
unfrequented peaks towards the Lochaud and Triolet, 
the long vista down which the Mor de Glace flows to 
the Chamonix Valley, and the purple hills towards 
the St. Bernard ? If to us it makes little difference, 
it clearly^ makes less to my hearers, except that it 
saves them a passage of description which they can 
imagine for themsedves quite as easily as we imagined 
the view. They may take it for granted, too, that we 
were hilarious, excited, full of fellow-feeling, and very 
much inclined to such sky-larking as can be indulged 
upon a glacier. And I may add, that, the sky-larking 
was of a very superior order. A momentary rent in 
the clouds had revealed the green valley floor of the 
Val Ferret, some 7,000 feet below us, and showed, 
too, the right way to reach it. From our feet the 
grand glacier, strongly resembling the upper part of 
the Viescher-Firn below the Monch-Joch, hurled itself 
madly downwards from the mighty cirque of cliffs. 
It was a glacier of a rollicking spirit, given to plunge 
in broad curves over hidden ridges of rock ; playing 
all kinds of practical jokes with grotesque masses of 
s6rac; sometimes allowing us to indulge in a glissade 
where we had expected to be cut off by an ice-cliff. 
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and sometimes playfully opening a large crevasse 
beneath our feet, and forcing us to take a flying leap 
which was decidedly more convenient from above 
than it would have been from below. It was a grand 
sight to see the heavy weights of the party hesitating 
for a few moments above some such chasm, and then 
come flying through the air with the swoop of an 
eagle and the grace of a coalsack. It was delicious to 
go head over heels in a huge bank of knee-deep snow, 
and feel that the further you fell the more trouble you 
saved. Without a single serious check we rushed at 
the pas gynmastique from the foot of the first snow- 
slope, which was a little too steep to be trifled with, 
to the point where we had to leave the glacier. And 
it is only necessary to say, for a rule to our followers, 
that they will not go far wrong if they keep as much 
to the left as possiblo during the descent. The know¬ 
ledge acquired by Kennedy’s party on their former 
expedition was of material service to us in discover¬ 
ing the precise route to be followed. The Glacier de 
Kreboutziie itself falls over cliffs through which it is 
impossible to find a way. But, by crossing the ice 
which descends from the Aiguille de Lechaud, just 
above the point where the torrent bursts forth in a 
waterfall, a lofty patch of grass is reached on the 
northern side of the lateral valley. Thence to the 
floor of the Val Ferret there is a rather troublesome 
walk. It is necessary to find a passage through some 
slippery rocks, and when at their base to cross, a 
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region covered with huge loose stones, which appear 
to be the ruins of a gigantic moraine. For half an 
hour, I should think, we wore, risldng sprained anklcss 
across this detestable wilderness; but safety and 
luxury were at the oilier end. It was a delicious 
walk that afternoon down to Courinayeur. Delicious 
was the milk which an old woman brought from a 
chalet in return for a franc, volunteering a bene¬ 
volent blessing into the bargain. Delicious, too, 
was the rest under a clump of fragrant pines, ren¬ 
dered still more fragrant by our fumigation, on the 
edge of the flooded meadows. And most delicious 
was the view of the soft Val d’Aosta which opened 
upon us as we rounded the Mont Haxe, and saw the 
group of inferior mountains round Courmayour, 
whose graceful forms and rich hues g,nnounce their 
Italian character. With all my love for the sterner 
scenery of the hither side of the Alps, and my dread 
of demoralisation in the lazy atmosphere of the 
South, I cannot deny that Courinayeur is one of the 
very most exquisite of all Alpine scenes. I felt 
friendly towards the good-natured Italian bathing 
guests, who stared at their uncouth visitors from the 
ice-world as their classical ancestors might have 
stared at a newly-caught Briton. Even that noble 
creature who rejoiced in the costume of our operatic 
bandit by way of tribute to the general spirit of the 
place, was pleasant in my eyes; for was not his 
presence suggestive of good inns, where we might 
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luxuriate in some comfort, and with less interruption 
from cockneydom than at Chamonix ? The next day 
was spent as the day after a grand expedition should 
always be spent—in chewing the cud of our recollec¬ 
tions whilst lounging about the lovely Courmayeur 
meadows. We lay in the sun in company- with 
basking lizards, alternately watching the idiotic 
pranks of the grasshoppers, who are always taking 
the most violent and purposeless exercise in the 
middle of the day, and speculating on the possibility 
of making a direct escalade of Mont Blanc by the 
southern buttress. That feat still waits for a per¬ 
former. Loppe and I returned next day to Chamouni 
by the Col du Geant, arriving at about the same 
time with the telegram which we had despatched on 
our arrival at Courmayeur. 

And now it only remains for me to give an im¬ 
partial estimate of the merits of our pass. Its height 
is not marked upon the French map, and I can only 
conjecture that it is approximately the same as that 
of the Col du Gdant. Comparing it with that king of 
passes, I may say, in the first place, that it would 
probably occupy a rather longer time on an average. 
Six hours brought us from Montanvert to the sum¬ 
mit, and six more took us to the iim at Courmayeur. 
The first six might have to be indefinitely extended in 
unfavourable conditions of the snow. I do not think, 
with some of our party, that we were exceptionally 
lucky in this respect. I am rather inclined to the 
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opini:>n that the new snow bothered us on the rocks 
more than it helped us in the chimney. This is a 
matter on which subsequent experience must decide. 
The climb, however, of the last ridge will always 
present greater difficulties than any part of the Col du 
G6ant route, unless, indeed, it should happen that the 
passage through the seracs of the Geant, now so easy, 
should again become troul)lcsome. On the Italian side, 
again, the Col des Hirondelles, though not exception¬ 
ally bad, lies over a very contorted glacier, and may 
at times be toilsome, especially in the ascent. It, of 
course, will require more labour than the delightful 
walk over the Mont Froty to the Col du Geant. On 
the whole, therefore, our pass will probably bo the 
more laborious of the two. Comparing them in 
regard to scenery, I fear that there can bo but one , 
reply. The Col du Geant is and must always remain 
one of the first two or throe, if not actually the first, 
in beauty of all Alpine passes. The partiality of new 
discoverers has set up rivals to it at one time or 
another; but its grandeur and variety are always 
fresh, and nowhere, in my knowledge, to be fairly 
equalled. The view towards Italy, the magnificent 
view of Mont Blanc, the grand basin of the upper 
glacier, the icefall, still noble in its decay, may be 
separately equalled elsewhere; but I do not think 
that any pass, even in the Oberland or at Zermatt, 
presents so marvellous a combination. The Col des 
Hirondelles, shut in by the Jorasses, must have but a 
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limited prospect, if any, of the great peaks. To my 
mind, its great charm is in the wild Glacier de Fre- 
boutzie, which is the perfection of savage seclusion. 
I always love these recesses of the great chasm, where 
the spirits that haunt solitudes have not yet been 
finally exorcised. Centuries will elapse at our present 
rate of progress before the Preboutzie will become a 
sightseer’s glacier, and perhaps by that time it will be 
a glacier no more. All that I can fairly claim, how¬ 
ever, for our new pass is that it may afford a useful 
alternative to the Col du Geant; but it is eminently 
beautiful, tlioiigh decidedly inferior to its superlatively 
beautiful rival Moreover, no true Alpine traveller 
can look at it from the Montanvert without wishing 
to cross it. If he does, it is my last warning to him 
that the descent towards Italy, easy enough when the 
right way is known, requires some local knowledge or 
careful steering. May our successors have as good 
fortune as fell to our lot in this as in all other 
respects ! If so, I have no fear that they will be un¬ 
grateful to the fortunate discoverers of this, amongst 
the most familiar of all great Alpine passes as part 
of a view, though the last to be recognised as a 
practicable route* 
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CKAPTER IX 

THE BATHS OF SANTA OATAKTNA 

On a bright day in the autumn of 1869 I was standing 
on the balcony of a well-known inn near the hatha of 
St. Moritz. A little procession of ladies and gentlemen 
issued from the hotel and deacended the slopes towards 
the banks of the lake. I immediately became aware— 
I know not whether from positive information or from 
some instinctive sense of reverence--that for the first 
time in my life I was standing in presence of a gomtiue 
king. An emperor I have seen before, and I have 
more than once taken off my hat to the queen of these 
islands. But a king is now a rarity, and I was pro¬ 
portionately delighted with the opportunity of dis¬ 
charging in my own person the functions of a Court 
Circular. His majesty, I might say on my own 
authority, accompanied by his royal consort, and 
attended by the lords and ladies in waiting, took the 
recreation of a walk on the banks of the Lake of St. 
Moritz. Yet a certain drop of bitterness mingled in 
my cup, and it was intensified by an incident which 
took place that evening. I was confronted at supper 







THE BATHS OF SANTA CATABINA 


193 


by a person belonging to a class unfortunately not so 
rare as that of royal personages. The genuine British 
cockney in all his terrors was before me. The windows 
of the dining-room opened upon all the soft beauty of 
a quiet Alpine valley in a summer evening. Bar above 
us the snow-clad range of the Palu and Bernina still 
glowed with the last rays of the setting sun. But the 
cockney was not softened by its influence, and he 
talked in full perfection the language of his native 
streets. He elaborately discussed the badness of the 
liquors provided for us. He tasted some of the bottle 
which I had ordered, and was peacefully consuming, 
and condescended to inform me that it was ‘ devilish 
bad.’ He went into the merits of all the inns which 
had had the benefit of his patronage, discriminated 
with great clearness between the qualities of the Cognac 
which they provided ; and showed his superiority as a 
Briton by condemning them all with various degrees of 
severity, with the exception of one whose landlord had 
been waiter at a great London hotel, and had thereby 
attained a comparative degree of civilisation. He 
thought it proper to add a few remarks upon the 
scenery of the country, extracted with more or less 
fidelity from Murray or Baedeker; and I know not 
whether his a38thetical or his practical remarks were 
the most significant of delicate sensibility. Anyhow, 
two hours of his conversation were enough for my 
nerves, and I retired to meditate on things in general 
and the beauty of the evening. One conclusion 

0 
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became abundantly clear to me. KingH and cockneys, I 
thought, may be excellent people in their way. I love 
cockneys because they are my neighlwurs, and the 
love of our neighbour is a Christian duty. 1 revere 
kings because I was taught to do so at school, to say 
nothing of the sermons and church services in which 
the same duty w'as impressed. But they have in 
common the property of being very objectionable 
neighbours at an hotel. They raise prices and de¬ 
stroy solitude, and make an Alpine valley pretty 
nearly as noisy and irritating to the nerves as St. 
James’s. Was it worth while to travel some hundred 
miles to find one’s self still in the very thick of civili¬ 
sation? Kings, I know, have to travel (sometimes 
against their will), and so must cockneys, if it be 
right, which i admit to be an open question, that 
either class should continue to exist; and certainly 
so long as they exist, 1 have no right to demand their 
expulsion from the Bngadine. Indeed, on second 
thoughts, it is perhaps as well that they should go 
there. The gregarious instinct has doubtless been 
implanted in the breast of the commonplace traveller 
for a wise purpose. It is true that it leads migratory 
herds to spoil and trample under foot some of the 
loveliest of Alpine regions, such as Chamonix or 
Interlaken. But, on the other hand, it draws them 
together into a limited number of districts, and leaves 
vast regions untrodden and unspoilt on either side 
of the beaten tracks. St. Moritz acts like one of 
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those flytraps to be seen in old-fashioned inns, 
which do not indeed diminish the swarm of intrusive 
insects, but profess at least to confine them to one 
spot. And if any district were to be selected into 
which the cockneyism of the surrounding Alps might 
be drained as into a reservoir, certainly no better 
selection could be made than St. Moritz. The upper 
valley of the Inn is one of the very few Alpine districts 
which may almost be called ugly. The high bleak 
level tract, with monotonous ranges of pine forests at 
a uniform slope, has as little of the picturesque as can 
well be contrived in the mountains. Even in the 
great peaks there is a singular want of those daring 
and graceful forms, those spires, and domes, and 
pinnacles, which give variety and beauty to the other 
great mountain masses. I should rejoice if it could 
be made into Norfolk Island of the Alps, and all kings, 
cockneys, persons travelling with couriers, Americans 
doing Europe against time. Cook’s tourists and their 
like, commercial travellers, and especially that variety 
of English clergyman which travels in dazzling white 
ties and forces church services upon you by violence 
in remote country inns, could be confined within it to 
amuse or annoy each other. Meanwhile, though this 
policy has not been carried out, it is gratifying that a 
spontaneous process of natural selection has done 
something of the kind. Like flies to like; the cockney 
element accumulates like the precious metal in the 
lodes of rich mines; and some magnificent nuggets? 

O 2 
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may be found in and about St. Moritz ; but luckily at 
no great distance may be found rc'gions as bare of 
cockneys as a certain Wheal soractluug or other of 
my (too close) acquaintance appears to be of copper. 
A day’s journey, I Icmuv, ■would take us into regions 
still in all the freshness of their priniitivo innocence; 
regions whore the ‘ Times ’ is never seen, where English 
is heard as rarely as Sanskrit, and whore the native 
herdsman who offers milk to the W(;ary traveller 
refuses to take coin in exchange for it. As I thought 
of these things I rejoiced that we could leave St. 
Moritz behind us, and fly to a certain haven of refuge. 
I almost hesitate to reveal the name of the hiding- 
place to which we retreated. Shall I not in some 
degree be accessory to the intrusion of some detach¬ 
ment from that army of British travellers which is 
forcing its relentless way into every hole and corner 
of the country ? Will not some future wanderer take 
up his parable against me and denounce this paper as 
amongst the first trifling hints which raised the sluices 
and let the outside world into this little paradise? 
My reluctance, however, is overpowered l)y certain 
weighty reasons. As, first, I cannot hope that my 
voice will attract the notice of any groat number of 
persons; secondly, my readers, though few, will of 
course be amongst the select, whose presence will be 
a blessing rather than a curse to the inhabitants; 
thirdly, the inhabitants would, I am sure, be grateful 
for an advertisement, and I should bo glad to do them 
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a trifling service, even though, in my judgment, of 
doubtful value; fourthly, if any appreciable number 
of Britons should take the hint, they will at least bring 
with them one benefit, which cannot be reckoned as 
inconsiderable, namely, a freer use of the tub and 
scrubbing-brush; and, considering that the insinuation 
convoyed in the last sentence would in itself be suffi¬ 
cient to hold many persons at a distance, I will take 
courage and avow that the place of which I have been 
speaking is Santa Catarina, near Bormio. Thither, in 
two days’ easy travelling from St. Moritz, we conveyed 
ourselves and our baggage, and to it I propose to 
devote a few pages of rather desultory remark. I 
cannot do all that would be required from the compiler 
of a handbook; I know little of the waters consumed 
by the guests, except that they have a nasty taste at 
their first outbreak, but are good to drink with indif¬ 
ferent wine; nor am I great at orographical or geologi¬ 
cal or botanical disquisitions ; but are not these things 
written in the admirable guide-book of Mr. Ball ? and, 
finally, if one person should be induced by the perusal 
—but the formula is something musty. 

I must beg my readers to imagine an Alpine 
meadow, a mile or two in diameter, level as a cricket 
field, covered with the velvet turf of a mountain pas¬ 
turage, and looking exquisitely soft and tender to eyes 
wearied with the long dusty valley which stretches 
from the Lake of Como to the foot of the Stelvio. Let 
him place a few chalets upon whose timbers age has 
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conferred a rich brown hue, at pictureaque intervals, 
and then enclose the whole with mighty mountain 
walls to keep the profane vulgar at a distance. On 
two sides purple forests of pine rise stfuiply from the 
meadow floor and meet a little way below the inn 
to form the steep gorge through which the glacier 
torrent foams downwards to join the Adda at Borraio. 
In front the glen is closed by a steeper mountain, 
whose lower slopes are too roftgh and broken to admit 
of continuous forest. Above theun rise bare and pre¬ 
cipitous rocks, and from the platform thus formed 
there soars into the air one of the most graceful of 
snow-peaks, called the Tresero. It resembles strongly 
the still nobler pyramid of the Woisshorn, as seen 
from the Eiffel at Zermatt. It is certainly not com¬ 
parable in majesty with that most majestic of moun¬ 
tains ; as indeed it falls sliort of it in height by some 
three or four thousand feet. Ono advantage it may 
perhaps claim even above so redoubtable a rival: the 
Weisshorn only reveals its full beauties to those who 
have climbed to a considerable height above the 
ordinary limits of habitation, whereas the Tresero con¬ 
descends to exhibit itself even to the least adventurous 
of tourists. It is, indeed, like all other groat moun¬ 
tains, more lovely when contemplated from something 
hke a level with itself. Lofty Alps, like lofty charac¬ 
ters, require for their due appreciation some elevation 
in the spectator. One of the most perfect moments in 
which I have ever caught a share of the true moun- 
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tain spirit was when looking at the Tresero from a 
high shelf on the opposite range. The immediate 
foreground was formed by a little tarn, covered in 
great part with the white tufts of the cotton grass, 
dancing as merrily in the evening breeze as Words¬ 
worth’s notorious daffodils. Two massive ribs of rock 
descending on each side, like Catchedicam and the 
‘ huge nameless peak ’ embracing the Eed Tarn on 
Helvellyn, formed a ki^jd of framework to the picture. 
In front, the whole intervening space was filled by the 
towering cone of the Tresero, with torn glaciers 
streaming from its sides, and glowing with the inde¬ 
scribable colours of sunset on eternal snow. The per¬ 
fect calmness of an Alpine evening, with not a sound 
but the tinkling of cattle-bells below, gave a certain 
harmony to the picture, and breathed the very essence 
of repose. The domestic quiet of EngUsh fields in an 
autumn evening is impressive and soothing; but there 
is something far more impressive to my mind in the 
repose of one of these great Alps, which shows in every 
rock and contorted glacier that clings to its sides the 
severity of its habitual struggle with the elements. 
It is the repose of a soldier resting in the midst of a 
battle,—not that of a stolid farmer smoking his even¬ 
ing pipe after a supper of fat bacon. Seen, however, 
from any point of view, and under any circumstances, 
whether under a clear sky or when a thmiderstorm 
is gathering under the lee of its grand cliffs, the 
Tresero is a lovely object. At Santa Catarina it 
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naturally forms the centre of every view, or serves as 
a charming background to the more diminutive but 
hardly less exquisite pictures winch a traveller may 
discover in every nook and corner of the Alps- 

To complete the portrait of Santa Catarina, I must 
add one, and, it must bo admitted, a very important 
element in the view. We are constantly assured in 
an advertisement which has lately been appearing that 
the finest scenery in the world^ is improved by a good 
hotel in the foreground. Thero is some truth in tlie 
aphorism ; and I shall certainly not see.k to dispute its 
application in the present case. I must therefore; ask 
the reader to place on the edge of a flat meadow a 
long low building of rough stone, resembling a liarrack 
more than an hotel. Outside there is nothing very 
attractive; and within thero are certain diiru'.ultios to 
be overcome by a fastidious taste. The ostaljlishmont 
has a certain dishevelled and perplexed aspect, not 
exactly in harmony with English notions of order. 
There is an unorganised crowd of persons, male and 
female, who appear more or less to discharge the duty 
of waiters and chambermaids. One is occasionally 
tripped up by a stumbling-block on the stairs com¬ 
posed of an overwearied woman, who has fallen asleep 
whilst accidentally blacking a miscellaneous boot. 
The scrubbing of floors seems to be trusted to the 
occasional zeal of volunteers, and the zeal requires 
some prompting from surreptitious bribes. A garment 
entrusted to the washerwoman has to be recovered a 
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week afterwards by a journey of discovery through 
certain mysterious subterraneous passages. If you 
want a dish, the best plan is to go into the kitchen, 
where amongst a crowd of smokers and idlers you may 
be able to enter into conversation with the cook. The 
landlord as a general rule is round the corner with a 
cigar in his month talking to a friend. Were it not 
that the head waiter is a man of genius, the whole 
management of the business would be in danger of 
collapse. Moreover, to hint at a delicate point, you 
may probably be seated at dinner opposite to a lady or 
gentleman of primitive costume, whose ideas on the 
respective uses of knives, fingers, and forks are totally 
opposed to all the usages current in the polite society 
of London. Neither, I am bound to confess, is Santa 
Catarina a complete exception to a highly general rule 
that the visitors to baths are not amongst the most 
congenial of companions. Yet the remark reminds 
mo of one great compensation. Neither guests nor 
inhabitants are English. If they were they would, 
nearly be intolerable. Nor does this proposition, 
when rightly understood, imply any want of proper 
patriotism. An Englishman is, of course, the first of 
created beings; and he owes this pre-eminence in 
great degree to his remarkable powers of self-assertion. 
As an Italian visitor informed me, the great motto of 
the English race is ^ Selelf ’—a mysterious word, 
which, after some investigation, I discovered to be the 
Italian version of the title of Mr. Smiles's book ‘ Self- 






202 


TEE PLAYQBOUND OE EUROPE 


Help.’ Now * Rolelf ’ means the power and the will of 
treading on any toes that are in your way. As a 
corollary from this it follows that an English snob is 
the most offensive of snobs, English dirt the most ob¬ 
trusive of dirt, and, in short, everything had that is 
English, about the most objectionable of its kind to he 
found in Europe. Had those knifopliagous persons 
who sat opposite me at dinner been of English extrac¬ 
tion they would have been actively as well as pas¬ 
sively offensive. Indeed I think it highly probable 
that they would have gone so far as to spciak to me. 
An inn with floors as ignorant of the broom as 
those in Santa Catarina would in England have im¬ 
plied a defiance of all decency. The house would 
have resembled one described in a late lawsuit in 
London where a witness swore to having met five bugs 
calmly walking downstairs abreast—I had almost said 
arm in arm—and where, if I remember rightly, the 
fleas sat on the chairs and barked at you. The food 
in such a case would have been calculated to try the 
digestion of an ostrich ; and the landlord would have 
been a cross between a prizefighter and a thimble- 
rigger. But Italian dirt, though unpleasant, is not of 
that uncompromising character. It is the product, 
not of a brutal revolt against decency, but of an easy¬ 
going indolence. It is, as Heine somewhere says, 
‘ grosaartiger Schmutz.’ The squalor of an Italian 
town surrounds monuments of incomparable beauty, 
and somehow does not seem altogether out of harmony 
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with. them. It is of a different order from the hopeless 
filth which agrees only too well with the unspeakable 
ugliness of a back slum in London. Like the dirt 
which obscures some masterpiece in painting, one fears 
to see it removed, lest soap and water too energetically 
used should remove something more than the super¬ 
fluous coating of matter out of place, and reveal a 
raw glaring surface, untouched by the mellowing in¬ 
fluence of time, and fit rather for some mushroom city 
in America than for an ancient building smelling— 
only too literally—of history. And thus the dirt of 
Santa Catarina is not incompatible with many ex¬ 
cellencies. The food, for example, which issues from 
that singular kitchen, with its crowds of unoccupied 
loungers, is of unimpeachable quality. The servants are 
externally grubby, but have always a pleasant answer 
to demands winch to them must appear unreasonable, 
and are willing to do their best to satisfy the ‘ selelf ’- 
ful Englishman. And mixed with guests of strangely 
uncouth appearance are many of whose refinement 
and kindliness we shall always retain a grateful re¬ 
collection. 

Here, indeed, occurs a problem which, I fear, must 
be abandoned as insoluble. No philosophical account 
has yet been given of national differences of character, 
and it is hard to pronounce positively upon the rival 
merits of types so different as the English and Italian. 
The Briton drops in upon the guests at such an 
establishment and looks upon them with wondering 
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contempt. He is not improbably a member of tlie 
Alpine Club. His patron saints are Sanssure and 
Balmat. His delight is to wanchir all day amidst roclis 
and snow; to come as near breaking his msdc as his 
conscience will allow, and after consuming a Homeric 
meal, to smoke his evening pipe and retire for a short 
sleep before another start. The Italian a])pear8 to 
pass his day in elaborate indolence. Ho walks half a 
mile, till the lull begins to rise, and tlien sits down and 
basks through the sunny day. His most vigorous 
exercise is a short game of bowls after dinner, and ho 
passes his evening dancing, or getting up lotteries, or 
listening to an impromptu concert, or, for to such a 
height did the revels rise on one occasion, in playing 
blindman’s buff. He is a sociable being, and does not 
glower at his fellows with the proper British air, which 
means, to all appearance. You may go to any place in 
this world or the next sooner tluin I will toucli you 
with a pair of tongs. Which is the best typo of man¬ 
kind ? Personally I confess, that though I would 
fain be cosmopolitan, I prefer my fellow-countrymen. 
After the most vigorous efforts to ho properly cynical 
as to muscular Christianity, or the more common 
disease of muscularity, pure and simple, I have a 
sneaking but ineradicable belief in the virtues of the 
scrambling Briton. He shares some of that quality 
which, in consequence of some strange theological 
notions, we generally describe as ‘devil.’ That it 
shoirld be complimentary to a man in common par- 
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lance to say that he has plenty of the Evil One in his 
disposition is a curious circunastance, and shows, it 
may he, how easily we come to the old heathen sub¬ 
stratum by scratching the modern surface. Perhaps 
our opinion of the devil is rather better than might 
be gathered from sermons. We sympathise with the 
true hero of ‘ Paradise Lost,’ and think that he would 
make a very useful ally, if he could be persuaded to 
desert his party. He was certainly not wanting in 
the spirit of ‘ eelelf.’ But, at any rate, I confess to a 
liking for my restless and unreasonable compatriots, 
whatever be the proper name of the quality to which 
their vigour is owing. I admit, however, that much 
is to be said on the other side; and I should despair 
of impr(!8sing my opinions upon minds of a different 
cast. Not far from Santa Catarina is an object which 
impresflod upon me, in a far wider sense, the width of 
the gulf which intervenes between our own and certain 
foreign modes of thought. It is a pleasant practice in 
those regions to collect the bones of the dead to afford 
an edifying spectacle to posterity. But I have never 
seen, nor do I wish to see, anything comparable to the 
ossuary in the neighbouring village of St. Antonio. 
There is the usual pile of bones and grinning skulls 
outside of tho parish church. In the midst of them 
stand two inexpressibly ghastly skeletons with the 
remnants of flesh still clinging to the bones—a sight 
to turn one sick at tho time and to revisit one in 
dreams. It appears to bo a superstition that the 
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bodies of those who die on Christmas Day never 
decompose; and the loathsome objects which confront 
the villagers of St. Antonio are intended, it seems, as 
practical exemidifications of this truth. I can only 
say that it is too obvious, cither that the legend is 
mistaken, or that the persons exhibited died on some 
other day. He would be a bold man who should pro¬ 
pose to a British vestry to erect a couple of bodies of 
defunct parishioners by the side of a church door. 
Yet it would be easy to make out some kind of argu¬ 
ment for the practice. Our nerves, it might be said, 
are unduly delicate, and our tastes too squeamish. 
We don’t want to see dead bodies opposite St. James’s 
Church in Piccadilly, but that is because modern life 
is devoid of seriousness. How could one more forcibly 
impress upon the mind of the boofy shopkce.por or 
plethoric farmer the truths that all flesh is grass, that 
in the midst of life we arc in death, and other well- 
worn platitudes, than by exhibiting in all its horrors 
the loathsome spectacle of a slowly wasting mummy ? 
We may preach for hours the solemn truths, as we are 
pleased to call them, of human liability to decay, but 
five minutes opposite a mouldering dead body every 
morning would enable us to pierce thick hides im¬ 
penetrable by the shafts of our rhetoric. Is not the 
power of contemplating such objects, ‘ between the 
wind and our nobility,’ connected with the fact that 
religion seems to mean something much more living in 
an Alpine valley than it does in the English lowlands? 
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The little chapel at Santa Catarina was seldom without 
a devout worshipper, telling his or her heads with 
immense earnestness, and apparently believing that it 
would really do some kind of good; perhaps make the 
cows produce more milk, or bring down more rain 
in spite of a rising barometer. The British farmer, as 
we know, goes to church as he pays his rates, and 
when he has heard the parson ‘ bumming away like a 
buzzard-clock over his head,’ thinks he has said ‘ what 
he owt to a’ said,’ and comes away not appreciably 
the better or the worse. Might not a body or a skull 
or two do him a little good, and wring from him some 
meditations after the fashion of Hamlet on Yorick ? 
We have become so philosophical and refined that our 
national religion has rather lost its savour. A ranter 
may touch the hearts of his audience by a plentiful 
use of hell-fire; but how is the well-dressed parson, 
who aspires to have a taste, who reads the ‘ Saturday 
Review,’ and knpws that hell-fire is a metaphorical 
expression, to provide food highly spiced enough for 
such robust digestions ? Would not some good ma¬ 
terial images —pictures of souls writhing in purgatory, 
bloodstained crucifixes, and actual bones and bodies, 
do something to point his periods ? Sluggish imagi¬ 
nations require strong stimulants; and if the one 
object be to tickle an insensitive palate, I don’t know 
that the prescription employed at St. Antonio may 
not be a very good one. Sceptics, indeed, may doubt 
how far such religious observances help to elevate the 
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understanding or to refine the imagination; whether 
prayers addressed under such infiuences are much 
better than a charm, or the worship of the Yirgin a 
very great improvement upon that of the old tutelary 
deity of the valley. Religion gives birth not to en¬ 
nobling art but to ghastly images of a morbid asceti¬ 
cism ; but the Church has probably a firmer hold on 
the minds of believers still in the intellectual stage, 
which cherishes such ideas, and, of course, they had 
better remain in it as long as may be. 

When staying as tourists in such a district, we 
realise the vast interval by which we are removed 
from the minds of the people. We talk to them as wo 
might talk for half an hour to some mediieval ghost— 
just long enough to discover that we are as it were 
non-conducting mediums to each other. The thought 
which should be conveyed from one mind across the 
electric chain of conversation is transformed by some¬ 
thing more than actual defects of language. In a sense 
we might make acquaintance with some of the natives; 
we might know how many cows they kept, at what 
time they rose and went to bed, and what they had for 

dinner. But to know anything of them.to see the 

world through their eyes and understand what it looks 
like when considered as centering in an Italian valley 
with a bathing establishment, two or three churches, 
and a certain number of bodies and crucifixes, as the 
main objects of interest—was of course impossible. 
We are all two-legged creatures capable of consuming 
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beefsteak or polenta, and, as we are generally told, 
possessing a certain common element of human 
nature; but between varieties of the same species 
indistinguishable to the scientific eye, there may be 
an invisible wall of separation sufficient to intercept 
any real exchange of sympathy. Now that we are 
separated by hundreds of miles from the Santa Cata- 
rinians, it is hard to think of the mountains as pos¬ 
sessing more reality than the scenes of a theatre, or 
of the peasants as anything but the supernumeraries 
who were hired to put on appropriate costumes for the 
occasion. Perhaps they have now changed their 
dresses and are meeting us as cabmen, beggars, or 
first, second, and third citizens in London streets. 
At any rate they played their parts well, and acted 
like Arcadians of genuine kindliness and simplicity. 
The practice of heaving half a brick at the head of a 
stranger would be considered as decided rudeness, 
instead of an obvious mode of extracting amuse¬ 
ment from their visitors. One would rather wonder 
at the natural courtesy which they displayed, were 
it not that it is only in certain British districts that 
the obvious reply to ‘ Good day ’ is, ‘ You be damned.’ 

I have perhaps strayed rather widely from Santa 
Catarina, but the nature of the population amongst 
which we are living is, after all, a matter of some 
interest even to the most superficial and cursory of 
tourists—amongst whom I reckon myself. In Switz¬ 
erland the gulf between you and your fellow-men is 
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not so "wide originiilly and lias been more nearly filled 
up. The Swiss, unlike tlioir neighbours, are living in 
the nineteenth century. They have travelled on rail¬ 
ways, they understand addition and subtraction, and 
can make out bills to perfection. They have some 
notion of the use of a tub, and many of them dimly 
perceive that the ultimate end of man is to climb snow 
peaks. Moreover, a kind of human amalgam has been 
formed by the steady infiltration of British tourists; 
there are guides, innkeepers, and other parasitical 
growths, which, it must be admitted, discharge many 
useful functions. It is pleasant, for a change, to be 
amongst a more primitive race, and to lie able to 
introduce into the background of a sketcli a genuine 
crucifix, or a peasant with some remains of a national 
costume. The very contrast of national characteristics 
makes such surroundings agreeable for a time, and our 
Italian companions were agreeable, from tlio rough 
shepherds, who had brought their flocks of lop-eared 
Eoman-nosed sheep from distant valleys, up to the 
intelligent and cultivated gentleman who studied 
Mr. Smiles’s works, and quoted Byron with surprising 
fluency. To him, indeed, the dead bodies would pro¬ 
bably have been as amazing phenomena as to ourselves, 
but though the higher classes approach each other in 
all civilised countries, his ideas wore yet sufficiently 
different from our own to make a contrast pleasant, at 
least to us. 

There was, indeed, one point on which we could 
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all agree. It was desirable to see something of the 
beauties of the exquisite scenery around us, but of 
how much to see, and how to see it, different views 
might be taken. Travellers, like plants, may be 
divided according to the zones which they reach. In 
the highest region, the English climber—an animal 
whose instincts and peculiarities are pretty well known 
—is by far the most abundant genus. Lower down 
comes a region where he is mixed with a crowd of 
industrious Germans, and a few sporadic examples of 
adventurous ladies and determined sightseers. Below 
this is the luxuriant growth of the domestic tourist in 
all his amazing and intricate varieties. Each of them 
may flourish at Santa Catarina, though perhaps it is 
best adapted for the middle class. It would afford 
ample illustrations to the treatise which ought to be 
written on the true mode of enjoying the Alps. One 
amusement should be common to all; every one should 
have days devoted to mere objectless and indolent 
loafing. To the more adventurous, such days offer 
that happiness which Dr. Johnson’s friend discovered, 
when he wished to be a Jew in order to combine the 
pleasure of eating pork with the excitement of sinning. 
It is delightful to lie on one’s back on a glorious day, 
to watch the gleaming snow-line against the cloudless 
sky, and to say. If I was doing my duty, I should be 
toiling up a slippery ice staircase on that tremendous 
slope. To be doing nothing when every muscle in 
your body ought to be at its utmost strain, is to enjoy 
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a most deliglitful seuHation. On sucli occaHions, tlio 
traveller may climb the little glen, through which two 
streams descend from the Confinale to join the Frodolfo 
just opposite the Stahilimcnto. At a height of some 
two or three hundred feet may ho found delicious 
resting-places, beneath the lowest stragglers from tlie 
pine forests above. The sweet smell of new-mown hay 
comes to you from the surrounding meadow, and you 
may watch the peasants toiling from morn till night 
shaving the Alp as close as the face of a British parson 
in the diocese of llochcster, and bcai’ing down huge 
burdens on their shoulders. Or you may go to the 
industrious ant, who, it is true, is rather too abundant 
on these slopes, and give thanks tliat you, for the time 
being, are a butterfly—not indeed that the butterfly is 
a satisfactory emblem, for he is much too fussy an 
insect to enjoy himself properly, and is quite incapable 
of lying on his back in the sunshine. The Alpine pig 
which roots contentedly round the chalets, whilst the 
goats and cattle are climbing tlie steep stony ridges, 
sets a better example; or, if a more poetical symbol be 
required, there is much to be said for the lizard, who 
creeps out of his cranny to bask in the sun, and retires 
to his domestic comforts when the light disappears. 
Besting in sublime indolence you may admire the 
beauty of Alpine foregrounds. What, for example, is 
more perfect than one of those great boulders, that have 
descended into quiet valley life from their unpleasant 
elevation on exposed aird lofty ridges ? Every ledge is 
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enamelled by some harmonious lichen. The miniature 
caves are spread with soft beds of moss, and delicate ferns 
look out from unexpected crannies. Brilliant flowers 
(the names of every one of which are entirely unknown 
to me), supply points of glowing colour along the ridges 
and salient angles, and some graceful tree manages to 
find sufficient nourishment for its roots, and rises like 
the crest of a helmet above the crag. One may spend a 
lazy hour in tracing out the beauties of the diminutive 
terraces and slopes of these charming gardens, and at 
intervals east one’s eyes upwards to the great peaks 
that look down upon one through the forest branches. 
Bash painters who try to grapple with the Alps 
generally make an impossible sketch of some imaginary 
crag, whose architecture they misunderstand, and 
whose colours they grossly exaggerate, and then put a 
mist and an imaginary precipice in the foreground to 
exaggerate the apparent height of their chimerical 
monsters. If they would be kind enough for once to 
paint truly some of the lovely little dells which 
travellers pass with eyes glued to their guide-books, 
and merely throw in a mountain as a subordinate 
object, they would attempt a task more on a level with 
human powers, they would give a truer idea of some 
of the greatest charms of the scenery, and we should 
hear less of the want of the picturesque in Alpine 
scenery. If the traveller feels slightly more energetic, 
ho may climb the slopes behind the house, and hunt 
for strawberries in the open glades of the pine forest, 
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or a little higlicr, where the natives have riithlessl.y 
extirpated the trees and left their decaying stumps to 
form admirable beds for those most delicious of fruits. 
Or he may wander through lovely woods and meadows 
to the glen where a stream from the Hovretta glacier 
forms a waterfall too humble to bo an object for 
tourists, but singularly pictma'siiuo when it comes as 
a sudden surprise. Or lie may follow the beautiful 
gorge which gradually rises from the level of Santa 
Catarina, to the foot of the Forno glacier, the path 
through which shows as charming a variety of valley 
scenery as is to be found in any similar walk in Switz¬ 
erland. Or, lie may confine himself to the ordinary 
post-prandial constitutional of the bath guests along 
the road to Bormio. Even there, every turn of the 
valley shows a new beauty, and we paused many an 
evening to admire the purple shades of the distant 
mountains against the evening sky, or to watch for 
the strange afterglow which comes out on the Tresero 
when the sunlight seems to have died away, and all 
the lower region is already in deep starlight. Wher¬ 
ever he wanders, that graceful summit looks down 
upon him and seems to be the presiding influence of 
the district; and it is hard to say at what hour it is 
most graceful—whether it is best relieved against a 
group of chalets, or a slope of Alpine meadow, or the 
dark shadows of the pine forest. 

But these are humble pleasures, and to be enjoyed 
in their measure in almost every district where tba 
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everlasting snows are visible from the lower country. 
Let us rise a little higher, and in the first place say a 
few words on that inevitable sight, without which no 
gentleman's visit can be complete. I have, I must 
confess, always admired the courage which enables its 
possessor to set the established code of sightseers at 
defiance—to go to America without seeing the falls of 
Niagara, or to Rome without seeing St. Peter's, or to 
Jerusalem without seeing the Holy Sepulchre. The 
number of persons who have the necessary indepen¬ 
dence of character is rare indeed; but such, and only 
such persons, might visit Santa Catarina without 
ascending the Monte Confinale. When I speak of 
‘persons,’ I at present exclude not only the female 
sex, in defiance of Mr. Mill, but most foreigners and 
all Englishmen with less than two legs. When Santa 
Catarina, however, is a little more known, the pro¬ 
position will be true though a wider sense be given to 
the word. There are at present none of the conve¬ 
niences which would make the ascent as easy as any of 
the recognised centres of Alpine panorama ; yet with¬ 
out such helps, an Italian lady (of, it must be admitted, 
unusual pedestrian powers) made one of a party which 
I accompanied, and the path lies over gently sloping 
alps, succeeded near the top by a short slope of mow, 
and then some rocks, easier than those of the Piz 
Languard. With that upstart peak it may boldly 
compare itself. True it is that the Languard has 
presumptuously compared itself of late years with the 
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Eigi, the Faulhorn, the iI<’ggiHchhorn, and the Gdr- 
nergrat. It is high time that such audacity should he 
fitly rebuked. Its one claim upon public favour is 
founded on the fact that a large number of peaks may 
be counted from its summit; but it is just as rational 
to decide on the beauty of a view by the number of 
visible mountains as on the merits of a candidate by 
the number of votes he receives under houseliold 
suffrage. It raises a certain presumption that the 
mountain or the candidate can make a noise in the 
world, but whether he be of genuine merit or a mere 
charlatan is an open question. Now the Languard, 
in my opinion, would very likely catch the suffrages 
of the Tower Hamlets, but would scarcely bo fitted to 
represent an intelligent constituency. It is deficient 
in the essential quality of a grand foreground; the 
mountains seen from it are not well grouped; and 
though I admit that there is something striking in a 
wilderness of peaks, countless as ‘ the leaves in Val- 
lombrosa,’ there is throughout a want of cohesion and 
concentration. In this respect, the Confinalo is a 
striking contrast, and is a good example of a rare class 
of views. It stands approximately at the centre of a 
gigantic horseshoe of snowclad mountains, from which 
it is divided by a deep trench, except at the point 
where a low isthmus connects it with one of the 
loftiest summits (the Konigspitz), and divides the 
waters of the two streams at its base. Had I been 
consulted as a landscape gardener on the laying out 
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of this district, I should certainly have recommended 
the complete omission of the Confinale, and substituted 
for it a level plain or perhaps a late. Its site would 
then have formed, as it were, the pit of a mighty 
theatre some five and twenty miles in circumference; 
the huge mountain crescent occupying the place of 
the boxes and galleries. As, for obvious reasons, my 
advice was not asked, the visitor must be contented 
with the present arrangement, and imagine himself 
elevated on a lofty rostrum in the centre of the pit, 
but still far below the galleries. On his left hand a 
long wall of tremendous black cliffs (strongly re¬ 
sembling those of the Gasternthal near the Gemmi) 
sinks into the wild valley of the Zebru, inhabited only 
in the summer months by a few herdsmen. Above 
this wall, at some distance, towers the massive block 
of the Ortler Spit2:, cleaving the air with its sharp 
final crest. About the centre of the crescent, in 
front of the spectator, the ridge culminates in the 
noble Konigspitz, falling on this side in a sheer cliff 
towards the valley. The mighty precipices of this 
segment of the crescent, through which one or two 
huge glaciers have hewn deep trenches towards the 
valley, are well contrasted with the graceful undula¬ 
tions of the long snow-slopes and streaming glaciers 
which clothe the ridges to the right. The ever beau¬ 
tiful Tresero marks an interruption to the wall, where 
a lateral valley comes in from the south, but it is con¬ 
tinued in the long swell of the Sovretta. This half of 
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the semicircle is divided from the Confinale by the 
green valley of the Frodolfo, into which the eye 
plunges for some thousand feet, though not quite far 
enough to catch sight of the baths which nestle at the 
bottom of the gorge. There are nobler mountains, 
steeper cliffs, and vaster glaciers elsowliere, but it 
would be hard to find any point from which the stern¬ 
ness and sweetness of the High Alps are more skilfully 
contrasted and combined. From the top of yonder 
parapets, not forty, but (say) forty thouHnnd ages 
look down upon you ; and the scarred and crumbling 
parapets seem well placed to guard the quiet pas¬ 
turages above which they tower. It may remind one 
of the inaccessible ridge that surrounded the mythi¬ 
cal Abyssinian valley of EasBclaH; atid involuntarily 
I used to quote a fragment from Mr. Kingsley's ballad 
describing old Athanaric’s sonsatious on looking at 
the walls of Constantinople: 

Quoth the Balt, Who would leap that garden wall 
King Sivrid’s hoots must own 1 

The Alpine Club have perhapB found King Sivrid’s 
boots, and Easselas would bo able to leave his valley 
by the excellent road of the Stolvio ; but to enjoy an 
Alpine view properly, one should at times be dreamy 
and sentimental, and believe in the inaccesBible. Of 
one half of the view I have yet said nothing; and it 
will be enough to say that, turning round and looking 
between the horns of the crescent, there appears & 
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tumbled sea of mountains and valleys, in which the 
Bernina chain is conspicuous. I do not attempt to say 
what is or is not in sight, for three reasons; first, I 
don’t care; secondly, I am sure the reader doesn’t 
care ; and thirdly, I don’t know. But if the spectator 
is lucky enough not to have a clear day, he may enjoy 
some such view as that at which I wondered. Vast 
snowstorms were sweeping across the sky, casting 
many square leagues at a time into profound shadow, 
with broad intervening stretches of sunshine. The 
solid mountains, under the varying effects of light and 
shade, seemed to melt, and form, and melt again ; and 
it was impossible to recognise particular points with¬ 
out minute local knowledge. At every instant some 
new ridge seemed to start into existence, and then to 
be blotted out or sink into a plain. It is a strange 
sight to see mountains resemble the changing sea- 
waves : and yet, if geologists speak truth, it is only 
what we should see, if we could live a little slower, 
and consider a million years or so as a single day. 
Meanwliile it is just as well for us that these freaks 
are nothing but the effects of fancy, and that the 
Confinalo is, for practical purposes, as firm as the 
Monument—or, indeed, rather firmer. Yet I have 
still a faint wish that it could be levelled, and the 
interior of that mighty crescent be converted into a 
level park. There would really be nothing like it in 
Europe, and there would be some admirable loca¬ 
tions for monster hotels and casinos. Perhaps the 
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Americans will set about it, when tlioso effete countries 
are annexed to the United Htatea. 

Once more, and only once more, I must invite my 
reader to yet a further effort. I confess—for it would 
he useless to conceal—that I am a fanatic. I believe 
that the ascent of mountains forms an essential chap¬ 
ter in the complete duty of mail, and that it is wronf; 
to leave any district without sottinj' foot on its 
highest peak. In this cliaptcr I will endeavour for 
once to keep clear of snow-slopes and stop-cutting, of 
ropes and crevasses, and even of the inevitable de¬ 
scription of an Alpine meal. But I cannot, in common 
decency, leave Santa Catarina before paying my 
respects to the monarch of the district, the noble 
Konigspits. Long had that peak haunted my dreams, 
and beckoned to mo whenever I had climbed above 
the lower slopes of the valbsy. I had treated the 
complaint homoeopathically, by an ascent of the 
Tresero; but my appetite was whetted instead of 
satiated. I had distracted my attention by various 
long, solitary rambles up some of the minor peaks. 
There is this great advantage about walking without 
guides—namely, that it is easy to got into real diffi¬ 
culties on places where it would be apparently impos¬ 
sible to do so on the ordinary system. Thus, for 
example, on the Sovretta there is only one cliff on 
the mountain where anything like a scramble is con¬ 
ceivable, and that cliff is perfectly easy to cross except 
after a fresh fall of snow. It is entirely out of the 
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way of any sensible route to anywhere. But by 
abstaining from guides I succeeded in placing myself 
on the face of this cliff the morning after a heavy 
snowfall, and had two hours of keen excitement in a 
climb which was ultimately successful. By pursuing 
this systcun courageously, a traveller may discover 
difficulties and dangers on the Eigi or the Brevent; 
and, if he be careless and inexperienced, may even 
manage a serious accident in either of those places. I 
felt, however, that though a pleasant substitute, this 
was not quite the real thing. I was too much like 
the sportsman reduced by adverse circumstances from 
tiger-hunting to rabbit-shooting; and when the Konig- 
spitss renewed its invitation, one lovely afternoon, I 
could not find it in my heart to refuse, and made an 
appointment for the next morning at 2 a.m. And 
here, in accordance with the pledge just given, I omit 
a thrilling description. The reader may fancy preci¬ 
pices covered with treacherous rock, giddy slopes of 
ice, yawning crevasses, or any combination of terrors 
taken at random from ‘ Peaks, Passes, and Glaciers,’ or 
the year-books of Alpine Clubs. It is enough to say, 
that with the help of a good guide (one Pietro Com- 
pagnoni, whom I hereby commend to Alpine climbers), 
I found myself, about half-past nine, enjoying a 
strangely impressive view. It is easy enough to 
describe what I saw; but the mischief is that I was 
chiefly impressed by what I did not see ; and herein 
lies one great difficulty of the descriptive traveller. 
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He can draw Home rough outline of the pic.turo pho¬ 
tographed on his mind’s eye, but liow is ho to reproduce 
the terrors of the unseen, which were probably the 
most potent elements in the total effect produced? 
Here, for example, I was standing on the highest 
point of the KonigHpitx ; a few yards of toleraldy level 
snow-ridge were distinctly visible; I could easily 
picture to myself the steep icy staircase by which I 
had climbed to it from the top of a lowcsr precipice ; 
but, looking upwards, or in any direction horizontally, 
nothing met the eye but a blank wall of mist. On 
either side I could see slopes of snow or rock descend¬ 
ing with apparent frightful stoopness for a few feet, 
and then, once more, that l)lank misty wall. I knew 
not what gulfs might liavo been revealed if the mists 
had suddenly lifted, or what grand form of cliff or 
mountain spire might have shaped itse-lf out of the 
background. In short, I saw little more than might 
be observed in a thick mist on a snowy day on the top 
of Snowdon or Holvellyn; and yet I count that the 
mountain tops which I have visited under such cir¬ 
cumstances have not boon the least irapressive of my 
acquaintance. It is a secret of good art to leave 
something to the imagination; and I had quite enough 
materials to work with. I knew how steep and slip¬ 
pery was the path which had led to tins mid-aerial 
perch; and the precipices which I saw on every side 
plunging furiously downwards must be far steeper 
than those by which I had ascended. Suppose I had 
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suddenly cut the rope, and pushed Compagnoni over 
the edge, I could realise only too vividly the plunge 
which he would take into the lower regions, the ter¬ 
rible acceleration of his pace, and the fearful blows, at 
increasing intervals, against the icy ribs of the moun¬ 
tains. It is an amusing and instructive experiment, 
if you have a weak-nerved companion, to throw down 
a large stone under such circumstances; and if by any 
ingenious manoeuvre you can give him the impression 
that it is one of the party, the effect is considerably 
heightened. The hollow sound of the blows coming 
up, fainter and fainter, from the invisible chasm 
beneath naturally enables one to realise the course 
which one’s own body would follow, and renders the 
cliff, as it were, audible instead of visible. By such 
dallying with danger, one learns to appreciate the 
real majesty of an Alpine cliff. There are various de¬ 
lusions of perspective which on a bright day some¬ 
times diminish the apparent height of a precipice; but 
when it is robed in mysterious darkness, and only 
some such dim intimations as the sound of a falling 
stone come up to stimulate your curiosity, it is your 
own fault if you do not make it the most terrible of 
cliffs that ever tried the steadiness of a mountaineer’s 
head. I confess, indeed, that the Konigspitz was too 
thickly shrouded on the day of which I speak; it 
would have been still more majestic had its robes been 
parted at intervals, so as to give artistic revelations of 
its massive proportions. Yet it is worth remarking 
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that nothing hcli)8 nioro to give a certain luyKterioua 
charm to tho mountains than an occ,asional ramble 
through their recesses in had wtuither; it is only a 
half-hearted lover of their scenery who would pray for 
a constant succession of iniclouded skies. Could such 
a prayer be granted, tho mountain which was its 
victim would be as tiresome as a thoroughly good- 
tempered man—that is, it would bo on tlio high road 
to become a bore. 

We left Santa Catarina by the Btolvio, and halted 
for a day or two at the charming little village of 
Trafoi. Trafoi is undoubtedly more lovely than Santa 
Catarina, and indeed may rank with tho most perfcsct 
of Alpine centres. Accordingly, certain sceptical 
doubts beset mo for a time as to the charms of tho 
district I have endeavoured to describe. Had wo 
really been comfortable or well-fed'? Was our ad¬ 
miration genuine, or more or leas due to affectation ? 
The first discoverers of a new district are always 
unduly eulogistic, because praising it is indirectly 
praising themselves. Might we irot have been giving 
way in some degree to that common weakness ? Those 
unpleasant doubts have gradually given way to a 
settled faith. I am far from declaring that a belief in 
the inimitable glories of Santa Catarina is an essential 
part of the true mountaineer’s creed. Still more 
should I shrink from condemning to everlasting exclu¬ 
sion from that little paradise any one who might take 
a lower view of its merits than I do. He would be 
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wrong, but I doubt whether his error would be of so 
deep a dye as to be necessarily criminal. I would 
speak to him if I met him in the streets, especially 
in London. Indeed, heresy in Alpine matters is not 
always so unpardonable as appears at first sight. No 
one can appreciate good scenery when his digestion is 
out of order; few people can appreciate it with blisters 
on their feet, and not every one who is bitten of 
fleas. Therefore, if a person who has visited any 
Alpine district under such disadvantages ventures to 
differ from me, I am frequently inclined to forgive 
him. One of the evils I have mentioned is, I fear, for 
the present, almost inseparable from Santa Catarina, 
and so far heretics may put forward a plea of some 
value; but if any one provided with a good bottle of 
insecticide, and otherwise in health and spirits, should 
deny the charms of Santa Catarina, I consider him as 
beyond the pale of the true faith, and liable to the 
consequences of such a position, whatever they may 
be. The only piece of advice I shall give him is, to 
stay away, that there may be the more room for 
orthodox believers. 


Q 
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CIIAPTEE X 

TIIR PEAKS OF PRIMIUKO 

Ax some distant period, when the Alpine Club is half 
forgotten, and its early records are obscured amongst 
the mist of legends and popular traditions, there is one 
great puzzle in store for the critical inquirer. As he 
tries to disentangle truth from fiction, and to ascertain 
what is the small nucleus of fact round which so many 
incredible stories have gathered, he will be specially 
perplexed by the constant recurrence of one name. In 
the heroic cycle of Alpine adventure, the irrepressible 
Tuckett will occupy a place similar to that of the 
wandering Ulysses in Greek fable, or the invulnerable 
Sivrid in the lay of the Niebelungs. In evcny part of 
the Alps, from Monte Viso and Dauphind to the wilds 
of Carinthia and Styria, the exploits of this mighty 
traveller will linger in the popular imagination. In 
one valley the peasant will point to some vast breach 
in the everlasting rocks, hewn, as his fancy will declare, 
by the sweep of the mighty ice-axe of the hero. In 
another, the sharp conical summit, known as the 
Tuckettspitz, will be regarded as a monument raised 
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by the eponymous giant, or possibly as the tombstone 
piled above his athletic remains. In a third the broken 
masses of a descending glacier will fairly represent the 
staircase which he built in order to scale a previously 
inaccessible height. That a person so ubiquitous, and 
distinguished everywhere by such romantic exploits, 
should have been a mere creature of flesh and blood 
will, of course, be rejected as an absurd hypothesis. 
Critics will rather be disposed to trace in him one 
more example of that universal myth whose recurrence 
in divers forms proves, amongst other things, the unity 
of the great Aryan race. Tuckett, it will be an¬ 
nounced, is no other than the sun, which appears at 
earliest dawn above the tops of the loftiest mountains, 
gilds the summits of the most inaccessible peaks, pene¬ 
trates the remotest valleys, and passes in an incredibly 
short space of time from one extremity of the Alpine 
chain to the other. 

Fortunately, the Alpine Club well knows that Mr. 
Tuckett is a flesh and blood reality—no empty phan¬ 
tom of the imagination, but a being capable of con¬ 
suming even Alpine food and being consumed by 
Alpine insects. Possibly, like Sivrid or Achilles, he 
may have one vulnerable point, though I am pretty 
sure that it is not his heel; but if it exists, it has not 
yet been betrayed to his followers. When, therefore, 
I read in that great collection of facts and stories 
founded, it is to be hoped, on fr ^—Mr. Ball’s ‘ G-uide 
to the Alps ’—that the mighty /dckett himself, and the 
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equally mighty Melchior Anderegg, had pronounced 
the peats of Primiero to be inac(iesHible, thore came 
to me something of the thrill felt by 

Some watcher of the skies 
When a now planet swims into his ken, 

Or like stout Cortes, when with cjikIo ojea 
lie stared at the IV.ifle, and all his men 
Looked at each other with a wild surmiso, 

Silent upon a peak in Darien. 

I stood silent before the peaks of Primiero, and saw in 
them a new land, still untouched by the foot of the 
tourist, and opening vast posBibilities of daring adven¬ 
ture and deathless fame for some hero of the future. 
To me, alas! those possibilities were closed. 1 was 
alone (at 6.45 a.m. on a brilliant morning of August 
1869) in the quiet street of tlio lovcdy little town of 
Primiero. I was prepared indeed for a day’s moun¬ 
taineering, but a day how unlike to those when, with 
alpenstock in hand and knapsack on back, with a little 
corps of faithful guides and tried companions, I had 
moved out to the attack of some hitherto imconquered 
peak! Before me, indeed, lay mountains most ex¬ 
citing to the imagination. Above the meadows of the 
Primiero valley there rises a long slope, first of forest 
and then of alp, to the foot of the mighty peaks which 
spring at one hound to a height of some ton thousand 
feet. The two conspicuous summits in front are called 
the Sas Maor, and resemble, if I may he pardoned so 
vulgar a comparison, the raised finger and thumb of 
a more than gigantic hand. Behind them, I knew, lay 
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a wilderness of partially explored summits, with sides 
as steep as those of a cathedral, and surrounded by 
daring spires and pinnacles, writhing into every con¬ 
ceivable shape, and almost too fantastical to be beauti¬ 
ful. Mr. Tuckett had made two passes through their 
intricate valleys and ridges ; yet even Mr. Tuckett had 
shrunk, as I have said, from an attempt to reach their 
loftiest points. The Dolomites are the fairyland of 
the Alps. All visitors to Botzen know the strange 
rocky walls that guard the Eose garden of the goblin 
King Laurin; and the dominion of the same monarch 
probably extends throughout these most interesting 
valleys. The Primiero peaks seem to have a double 
measure of enchantment; some strange magic had 
held the Alpine Club at a distance, and, what was 
more provoking, had cast a profound drowsiness over 
the dwellers at their feet, and almost prevented them 
from raising their eyes to these wild summits, or be¬ 
stowing names upon them. Yet I could not flatter 
myself that I should be the first to break the charm 
or to plant my feet on those daring peaks which had 
remained undisturbed since they first rose, by some 
strangely mysterious process, to break the softer scenery 
around them. I had a Spanish wine-bottle slung 
round me, a crust of bread in my pocket, and an axe 
in my hand; but alone, and determined to comeback 
in one piece, I could only hope to open a path for 
more daring adventurers, and, like a church spire, 
to point to Paradise without attempting to lead the 
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way. The present chapter, tluirefore, must be pre¬ 
faced with a warning to true mountaineers that they 
must expect from it no records of thrilling adventure, 
and that I shall not even assert (for the perhaps in¬ 
sufficient reason that it is not true) that at any given 
point a false stop might have broken my neck. 

My way led at first along a good road, to the foot 
of the Castle of La Pietra. I cannot imagine a more 
enviable dwelling-place for a baron of a few centuries 
back. Prom his rocky fortress ho looked down upon 
the little village lying at his feet, and, having the 
power of life and death over its inhabitants, was 
doubtless regarded with universal respect. The most 
practicable road into this sechuhid country lay imme¬ 
diately beneath his walls, and must have enal)lod him 
conveniently to raise such duties as wore compatible 
with the commercial theories of the epoch ; that is, ho 
could take whatever ho liked. The rock is so pre¬ 
cipitous that a few landslips have rendered it literally 
inaccessible without the use of ladders. But the most 
eligible part of the estate (to use the dialect of auc¬ 
tioneers) must have been the lovely little side valloy, 
the entrance to the col, which was covered by the castle. 
This valley, called the Val di Canale, stretches north¬ 
eastward into the heart of the mountains. The stream 
which waters it, sparkling with the incomparable 
brilliancy characteristic of the Dolomite regions, flows 
through a level plain of the greenest turf, dotted with 
occasional clumps and groves of pines that have strayed 
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downwards from the bounding slopes. In the com¬ 
parison between mountainous and lowland countries, 
it is an obvious advantage to the former—though I do 
not remember to have seen it noticed—that it is only 
amongst the mountains that you can properly appre¬ 
ciate a plain. Such a meadow as that I was crossing 
would have been simply a commonplace pasturage in 
Leicestershire. Contrasting it with the mighty cliffs 
that enclosed it on every side, it was a piece of em¬ 
bodied poetry. Nature had been a most effective land¬ 
scape gardener, and had even laid out for the benefit 
of the lords of the Castle of La Pietra a kind of glori¬ 
fied park. I apologise for the expression. I have, 
indeed, heard true British lips declare that one of the 
loveliest bits of Mpine scenery was really parklike, 
and serenely condescend to flatter the mountains by 
comparing them to the deadly dulness of the grounds 
that surround a first-class family mansion in our 
respectable island. Here, however, there was un¬ 
doubtedly a faint resemblance; only it was such a 
park as we may hope to meet in the Elysian fields ; a 
park as much like its British representative as an angel 
to a country gentleman. The difference lay principally 
in the system of fences adopted in the two cases. 
Here it was formed by one of those gigantic walls 
which almost oppress the imagination by their stupen¬ 
dous massiveness. I was evidently contemplating one 
of the great scenic effects of the Alps, not, to my taste, 
rivalling Grindelwald, Macugnaga, or Courmayeur, but 










2S2 


THE PLAYGBOUND OF EUEOPE 


yet in its own style almost unique. The huge barrier 
before me was the defence of that fairyland into which 
I was seeking entrance. The cliffs rose abruptly and 
with tremendous steepness, though their bases were 
joined to the valley by long slopes of debris that had 
accumulated in countless ages. It is impossible to 
paint such scenery in words, or to give any notion of 
the force with which the bare rocks, a deadly grey in 
some places, and tinged in others with the ruddy hue 
common in the Dolomites, contrasted with the rich 
Italian vegetation at their foot. The only comparison 
I can think of is somewhat derogatory to their dignity. 
However, one can hardly be called responsible for 
the strange freaks played in one’s mind by queer 
associations of ideas. For reasons which would be too 
long to explain, I can never look at crevasses of a 
certain character without being reminded of the meal 
called five o’clock tea; and it was certainly a closer 
analogy which on this occasion suggested to me the 
picture of a gigantic raised pie, such as sometimes com¬ 
pletes the circuit of a table before any audacious guest 
makes an inroad into its contents. At last appetite 
gets the better of modesty: a sacrilegious hand is 
raised, and a few bold gashes with the knife make 
terrible rents into its solid sides, and heap piles of 
ruined paste in the dish below. Even so had some 
mysterious agent sliced and hacked the great Dolomite 
wall, and though the barrier still rose as proudly as 
ever along a great part of the line, there were deep 
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trenches and gullies hewn through it at various places, 
masses had evidently given way at some distant period, 
and others were apparently threatening to follow them. 
I was still in utter darkness as to the geography of the 
district, but on reflection I thought it best to enter the 
broadest and most accessible of these gashes, which 
lay immediately behind the Sas Maor, and is known 
as the Val di Pravitali. It was what would be called 
a ghyll in the English lakes, that is, a steep lateral 
gorge enclosed by precipitous rocks on each side, and 
it appeared to terminate at a distinctly marked col, 
from which there would probably be a descent to the 
other fork of the Primiero valley. By following this 
route I should at least pass through the very heart of 
the mountains. 

My climb was interesting from the strangeness of 
the scenery, but not in any sense difficult. The 
Dolomite rocks have this disadvantage, that the 
debris are generally formed of small hard pebbles of 
dazzling whiteness, from which the water drains off 
rapidly, and which have therefore little power of cohe¬ 
sion. The foot rests on a bed of loose stones, which 
in other formations would give firm hold, but which 
here crumbles away, to the imminent risk of your 
equilibrium. Not a drop of water is to be had; the 
sun strikes down with tremendous force, and its rays 
are reflected with almost unabated power from the 
blinding stones. In the gully which I was speedily 
climbing there was not a breath of air. I was in good 
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training, but without the stimulating effect of comimny. 
Great as is the charm of solitary walks on due occa¬ 
sion, they produce a severe strain on the moral 
energies. Why, it has been asked by certain assail¬ 
ants of utilitarian heresies, should a man do right 
when there is no chance of his being found out? Why 
should not the true Benthamite pick pockets, or knock 
his friend on the head, if the penitentiary and the 
gallows arc out of the question ? Most victoriously 
had I refuted that sneer, or so I fancied, when living 
in London with a policeman round the corner. But 
now, in the deep solitude of the Alps, it recurred to 
me with great force, and I fell inclined to accept the 
other horn of the dilemma. Why not break the 
mountaineer’s code of commandments ? Why not sit 
down in tho first bit of shade, to smoko my pipe and 
admire the beauties of nature ? Tho tempter did not 
reveal himself to me in bodily form as in that charm¬ 
ing story told in the notes to ‘ Guy Mannering,’ but I 
developed a fearful skill in sophistical argumentation, 
which supplied the place of any external deceiver, and 
for a moment was in danger of lapsing into the fearful 
heresies in things Alpine which are popular amongst 
the fat and the lazy. I struggled, however, against 
the meshes of false reasoning which seemed to be 
winding themselves tangibly round my legs, and toiled 
slowly upwards. I raised my feet slowly and sleepily; 
I groaned at the round, smooth, slippery pebbles, and 
lamented the absence of water. At length I reached a 
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little patch of snow, and managed to slake my parched 
lips and once more to toil more actively upwards. A 
huge boulder, in colour and form resembling a gigantic 
snowball, filled up the gully, and gave me a little 
amusement in surmounting it. A few minutes more 
and I entered a very remarkable grassy plain, of which 
I shall again have occasion to speak, and after about 
five hours’ walk from Primiero, sat down on the col I 
have mentioned to determine my future course. Here 
I was in the position of that celebrated gentleman who 
could not see the town on account of the houses. I 
was fairly perplexed and bewildered. On every side 
there were gigantic cliffs, soaring pinnacles, and pre¬ 
cipitous ravines. They rose so abruptly, and ap¬ 
parently in such wild confusion, all perspective was so 
hopelessly distorted, that I was totally unable to get my 
bearings. The fantastic Dolomite mountains towered 
all around me in shapes more like dreams than sober 
realities; they recall quaint Eastern architecture, 
whose daring pinnacles derive their charm from a 
studied defiance of the sober principles of stability. 
The Chamonix aiguilles, as I have said, inevitably 
remind one of Gothic cathedrals; but in their most 
daring moments they appear to be massive, immovable, 
and eternal. The Dolomites are strange adventurous 
experiments, which one can scarcely believe to be 
formed of ordinary rock. They wmuld have been a 
fit background for the garden of Kubla Khan; there 
are strange romantic chasms where ‘ Alph the sacred 
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river ’ might plunge into ' cavernH incaHureleHS to 
man ; ’ while at times I found inysolf looking nut in¬ 
stinctively for the strange vallo.y where Sinhad col¬ 
lected his heaps of diamonds. Indeed, I am half 
inclined to think that I found it, as shall ho pr<isently 
told ; at any rate, as I looked upwards at the strange 
walls around me, I was thoroughly bewildered with 
their intricacies, and by the singular change wrought 
in them by the now perspective. 

I was at the foot of tho promised peaks—nay, I 
might be halfway up them, hut I could not ev(!n guess 
which was the right line of assault, and in which 
direction the main summits lay. I might descend 
the ravine which I saw plunging ra.pidly downwards 
amongst tho roots of tho mountains on tho other side 
of tho col, hut by such a course I should hod no more 
than I had hitherto observed. After some reflection 
and hesitation it became obvious that the single fact 
of which I could confidently roly was that the groat 
mass of rock to the south, on my left hand, must 
intervene between mo and the Yalloy of rrimiero. If 
it were possible to climb it, I should got a more dis¬ 
tinct view of tho mountains to the north, and might 
possibly find a short cut home across the ridge. With 
this plan I commenced operations by climbing a long 
snow-slope which was luckily in fair order. I ascondod 
rapidly, cutting a step or two in one place, and, on 
reaching the head of the snow, I took to the ridge of 
rocks at a point where a very remarkable pinnacle of 
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great height rises into a shape which a fanciful 
traveller may compare to a bayonet with the point 
bent over to one side. The rocks, though apparently 
difficult at a distance, turned out on closer approach 
to be excellently adapted to my purpose. I topped 
the ridge, and bearing to my left forced my way along 
it in spite of one or two gaps which for a moment 
tlireatened my advance. It was growing late, and I 
had reason to suppose that my absence, if much pro¬ 
longed, might cause some anxiety to those I had left 
at Primiero. I resolved that I would turn back under 
any circumsi.ances at 2.30, but I made strenuous 
efforts to be as far advanced as possible at the fatal 
hour. My energy was rewarded. With still a minute 
or two to spare, I stood upon the top of the mountain 
—of what mountain I coirld not possibly say. Had I 
been an artist, I should have instantly sat down in 
spite of my hurry to make some sort of outline of the 
view which presented itself. As it was, I drained the 
last drops of my wine-flask, ate my last crust of bread, 
and endeavoured to make a mental photograph of the 
scene before mo as rapidly as possible. To the north 
rose the groat mass of peaks at whose feet I had been 
clambering for hours. In every direction they pre¬ 
sented fearfully steep cliffs, and, with the exception of 
a single glacier of trifling dimensions, scarcely one 
patch of snow. The summit upon which I was stand¬ 
ing was part of the great ridge from which rise the 
singular peaks of the Sas Maor. I was divided from 
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them by a deep cleft, and, so far as I could judge, was 
at a point about intermediate in height between those 
astonishing twins. More singular towers of rock are 
scarcely to bo found in the Alps. At the time, T. com¬ 
pared the ridge before me to some monstrous reef 
stretching out to seaward, with a singularly daring 
lighthouse erected on a distant point, or ratlier, if such 
a thing could bo imagined, growing spontaneously out 
of the rock and bending over as it roH<i. Or perhaps 
a more perfect likeness might l)e found to the head of 
some great monster extended at full longtli, and armed 
with a couple of curved horns like those of the double¬ 
horned rhinoceros. The monster was covered with 
all manner of singular excrescences, spines and knobs 
growing out of his stony hide; amidst which these 
two singular elevations towered in daring disregard of 
the laws of equilibrium. One could hardly believe 
that rock would shape itself into such strange forms, 
and that there was not some kind of muscular fibre 
to weave them into comparative firmness. I looked 
at thorn with a strong sense of wonder, though, to 
confess the truth, with a belief that somebody might 
possibly discover a route to the loftier of the two from 
the deep trench which divided them from mo. 

And here, more than anywhere else, the spells of 
King Laurin, or the mysterious monarch, whatever 
may be his name, who rules these enchanted districts, 
seemed to become almost tangible. The absolute 
solitude was doubtless favourable to their effectual 
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working. Bentley, in one of his slashing corrections 
of Milton, proposed to substitute the ‘ sacred ’ for the 
‘ secret top of Horeb or of Sinai,’ for the reason that 
the top of a mountain is of all places the least ‘ secret ’ 
or private. Be Quincey remarks upon this that ‘ no 
secrecy is so complete and so undisturbed by sound or 
gaze from below as that of a mountain-top, such as 
Helvellyn, Great Gavel, or Blencathra.’ The truth 
lies in the combination of these views. The mountain 
solitude is so intense because the mountains are, in 
one sense, so far from secret. You may be as solitary 
in the centre of a wood or a plain, but you cannot 
realise your isolation so distinctly. It is because the 
meadows and inhabited places are apparently within 
the cast of a pebble, that the great gulf between you 
and them becomes emphatic. You know that you 
might fall, for example, from the summit of a cliff, 
upon which a hundred sightseers are gazing at the 
time, and yet they would be unaware that a tragedy 
was beiag performed before their eyes. Solitude in a 
crowd is supposed to be the worst kind of solitude ; 
but perhaps the most impressive is the solitude on a 
point visible and familiar to half a nation. The ordi¬ 
nary accompaniments of such a scene, the gossip of 
guides and the noisy triumph of a successful party, 
are apt to break the charm; and indeed I remember, 
with something like a sense of shame, how on one of 
the loftiest peaks of Switzerland I spent the precious 
moments in having my trousers mended by a guide, 
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who happened to bo also a tailor. Bomance was of 
course out of tho question under such circumstances. 
Hero, on this strange desolate crag, I was exposed 
without intcirriiption to the magic, of tho scenery. Par 
along the horizon rose the mystf'rioua peaks not 
arranged, lilce mountains of more ordinary fhish and 
blood, along a respectable watershed, with glaciers 
symmetrically arranged ui)on their Hanks, and some 
regard for geographical propriety—but dispersed in 
picturesque confusion like the spiiam of a mediieval 
town. Tho Dolomite country appears to ino to be 
properly speaking a hill, rather than a mountain, 
district—a region of grenm meadows and sparkling 
waters. These grttat massoH of bare discoloured rock 
have somehow been intruded by diabolical art—I 
moan no offence by the epitluff, for tho devil, if wo 
may judge by his dykes and puncli-bowla even in 
England, has had great success as a landscape 
gardener and, in sliort, scsom to bo mountains bo- 
witched rather than moui'itains due to the ordinary 
forces of upheaval and erosion. 

The 8traug(;st part of all the scenery around mo 
was the valley to which I have already referred as 
accessible through the Val di Pravitali, and which was 
now some 2,000 or 3,000 foot beneath me. It is well 
worth a visit from Brimiero and may be easily 
reached in four or five hours’ walking. Imagine a 
vast cauldron, bounded by cliffs some 8,000 feet in 
height. To the irorth, indeed, there is a gradual 
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ascent to a wild and extensive plateau, whence a small 
glacier trickles into the desolate valley. On the east 
towers the tremendous wall of the Palle di S. Martino, 
vertical to all appearance if not to the eye of a geolo¬ 
gist. It is scarred and gashed by some of the charac¬ 
teristic gullies of the Dolomite mountains. Some of 
them might be climbed for a distance, or a path may 
even lie through their hidden depths to the summit 
of the mountain, but they appear at any rate to be 
closed by the most forbidding of rocky walls. Oppo¬ 
site to the Palle is a precisely similar wall formed by 
a nameless outlier of the Pradusta. To the south 
rise the more varied but equally precipitous pinnacles 
and rock towers of the Sas Maor. A single narrow 
gap leaves room for the escape of the torrent of the 
Val di Pravitali. When I passed, however, the tor¬ 
rent was dry ; and, indeed, the utter absence of water 
is one of the characteristic peculiarities of these 
mountains. The ordinary music of the streams, 
which relieves some of the wildest Alpine gorges, was 
absolutely mute. Not a sound was to be heard, and I 
felt almost too superstitious to try to raise an echo 
with my voice, lest I should receive a ghostly answer 
in return. The valley floor is nearly level, except 
where it is concealed by heaps of debris from the 
neighbohring peaks, and its surface is very dry and 
barren, except in one place where the melting snows 
must occasionally form a lake. A more savage piece of 
rock scenery is nowhere to bo seen. No undulating 
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snowfiold or bounding torrwit of glacior breaks the 
tremendous monotony. In every direction blank 
walls or daring spires of rocik close you in as it wore 
in a gigantic dungeon. Philosophers may explain 
how such places are made; but doubtless it was in 
some distant period the keep of the old goblin king. 
He was, if I am not mistaken, a potentate of bad 
character, and kept up intimate relations with the 
personage whose taste in matters of scenery has just 
been noticed. His residence has the appearance of 
having been blasted by a supernatural curse which 
marks the former abode of witches and evil spirits. 
The poor old women who had dealings with tho evil 
one in Germany had to content themselves with a 
hillock like the Brocken; but that piirt of the female 
population of Primiero which still takes an occasional 
ride on a broomstick—and I am convinced from ap¬ 
pearances that there are a good number of them— 
gathers in all probability in this wild amphitheatre 
where the walls are gleaming in tho moonlight or cur¬ 
tained by strange wreaths of curling mist. Another 
fancy came into my head, as I have already hinted, 
though I admit that there are some geographical 
objections. Nothing could be more like tho wonder¬ 
ful valley in which Sinbad found the diamonds and 
where he had to he carried hy the eagles. True, 
there are now neither serpents nor diamonds. But it 
is hard to doubt that tho old dragon brood inhabited 
one of the ghastly chasms in the rocks before tho 
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cave died out, and Sinbad may well have been speak¬ 
ing of them. As for the diamonds, I have always 
thought that part of the story too good to be true. 
One other suspicious circumstance about these moun¬ 
tains impressed me forcibly. Never did I see hills 
change their shapes so rapidly, in all varieties of 
weather. The beauty of the Sas Maor induced me— 
though no artist—to try to make an outline of their 
singular forms. I lay under a chestnut-tree in a 
lovely meadow at Priiniero through a hot summer 
afternoon, and watched the strange transformation of 
the cliffs. They would not remain steady for five 
mimrtes together. What looked lilce a chasm sud¬ 
denly changed into a ridge; plain surfaces of rock 
suddenly shaped themselves into towering pinnacles ; 
and then the pinnacles melted away and left a ravine 
or a cavern. The singular shifting phantasmagoria 
reminded mo of the mystical castle in the Vale of 
St. John; and it required a heartless scepticism to 
believe that the only witchcraft at work was that of 
the sun, as it threw varying lights and shadows over 
the intricate labyrinths of the rocks. 

Whatever goblin haunts these cliffs and bewilders 
the judgment of the traveller I must do him the 
justice to say that he is tolerably propitious to the 
climber. The rocks shoot out unexpected knobs and 
projections to help one at a pinch. Even where they 
were most apparently threatening, a nearer inspection 
revealed abundant crannies and cracks where it was 

a. 2 
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easy to obtain very good bold for hands and feet. If 
I had limited my reflections to the question of ascend¬ 
ing the Sas Maor, I should have sinqily returned by 
the way I came. Another plan, however, occurred to 
me with irresistible force. The rocks were so good 
that I inferred the possibility of descending straight 
to the Primiero valley, i.o. by the opposite ridge of 
the mountain to that which I had climbed. All my 
life I have suffered from an invincible love of short 
cuts. Short cuts to learning, as moralists toll us, end 
in general ignorance; short cuts to wealth, in Penton- 
ville Penitentiary; short cuts to political glory, in 
Leicester Square; and short cuts in mountain districts 
to a destiny not less disagreeable than any of those 
—namely, to the nearest churchyard. However, I 
yielded to the overpowering impulse. From my lofty 
perch I could see the Primiero valley in its whole 
length, lying almost at my foot. If the ridge which 
descended straight towards it proved, as I thought the 
rocks indicated, to be easily practicable, I might roach 
the valley in a very short time, and save the trouble 
of descending the tiresome Val di Pravitali. Time 
was limited, and after one final glance, I committed 
myself to the ridge. This ridge, I must explain, lies 
between two deep trenches ; that which I have already 
noticed as dividing me from the Sas Maor looked the 
more promising, if I could but effect a descent into it; 
and, after a short climb, the sight of a few sheep which 
had evidently strayed up toward the ridge from the 
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valley satisfied me that there must be a practicable 
route. Unluckily my impatience led me to violate 
that useful canon of mountaineering science which 
prescribes the dxity of keeping to the backbone of a 
difficult ridge rather than descending by the ribs. 
Tempted by an apparently easy route, I made a di¬ 
version towards the valley, and, after some complicated 
scramblings, found myself at the edge of some tre¬ 
mendous cliffs, invisible from above, but, so far as I 
could SCO, impassable. There is a pleasure in these 
accidental discoveries which is some reward to the 
guideless traveller for his unnecessary wanderings. I 
was probably the first person who ever reached a place 
which is totally out of the proper route from any 
given point to any other, and it is probable enough 
that my performance may never be repeated. I might 
therefore flatter myself that I alone of the human 
race can enjoy the memory of one particular view— 
not, it is true, more striking in itself than many other 
views, but having the incalculable merit of being in a 
sense my own personal property. At such places, too, 
one feels the true mountain charm, of solitude. If 
my grasp had suddenly given way as I was craning 
over those ghastly crags, I should have been consigned 
to a grave far wilder than that ‘ in the arms of Hel- 
vellyn,’ and which might as likely as not remain un¬ 
discovered till there was little left to reward the 
discoverer. A skeleton, a few rags, the tattered relics 
of certain more coherent rags which just passed them- 
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selves off for clothes at Primio.ro, and perhaps the 
mangled remains of a watch and an ice-axe, would 
hardly be worth the trouble of a prolonged search. 
These cheerful redlcctiona passed through my mind, 
and added considerably to the influence of the strangely 
wild scenery. They also helped to recall mo to the 
propriety of finding my way home, with a skeleton 
still decently apparelled in flesh and blood -to say 
nothing of Mr. Carter’s boots. Before long I had 
returned to my ridge, and was fighting my way down¬ 
wards. It was an amusing bit of climbing until, just 
above the point which I had marked as offering an 
easy descent to the valley, I was interrupted by a 
sudden wall of rock. It is ati unpksasant peculiarity 
of the Dolomite mountains that such vortical walls of 
rock, which of course are invisible from above, fre¬ 
quently run for great distances around the base of 
the peaks. I had the unpleasant prospect of being 
forced to return once more to the summit of the 
mountain, as the only known lino of retreat; in which 
case I must probably have spent the night upon the 
rocks. As certain persons then at Primiero took a 
lively interest in my safety, and would probably put 
the worst interpretation on my absence, I looked 
round eagerly for a mode of escape. I managed at 
one point to creep so far downwards that if mattresses 
had been spread at the foot of the cliff, I could have 
dropped without fear; but the rocks were hard as 
iron, and moreover, while I was not quite certain that 
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Hie point thus attainable was really beyond the cliff, 

I was quite certain that I could not climb back. To 
be imprisoned on such a ledge would be no joke. A 
more circuitous route gave me a better chance, but 
required some gymnastics. At one point, as I was 
letting myself carefully down, a pointed angle of rock 
made a vicious clutch at the seat of my trousers, and, 
fatally interfering with my equilibrium, caused me to 
grasp a projecting knob with my right and let my 
ice-axe fall. With a single bound it sprang down the 
cliff, but to my pleasure lodged in a rocky chasm some 
hundred and fifty feet below me. In regaining it I 
had some real difficulty. I was forced to wriggle along 
a steep slope of rock where my whole weight rested on 
the end joints of my fingers inserted into certain pock¬ 
marks characteristic of this variety of rock, and, to be 
candid, partly upon my stomach. This last support 
gives very efficient aid on such occasions. Just beyond 
this place I had to perform the novel manoeuvre of 
passing through the rock. A natural tunnel gave me 
a sudden means of escape from what appeared to be 
really a difficult place. But, alas ! what is the use of 
such descriptions ? How can I hope to persuade any¬ 
body that I encountered any real difficulties?—the 
next traveller who climbs these rocks will laugh at the 
imbecile middle-aged gentleman who managed to get 
into trouble amongst them, and, to say the truth, the 
troubles were of no great account. With an active 
guide to hold out a hand above, and another to 
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supply a prop bolow, I might have slcipped over those 
difficulties like the proverbial chamois. As it was, I 
reflected that whatever modes of progression I adopted, 
there would b(5 no one to criticise; and, taliing good 
care to adopt the safest, I speedily rejoined my ice-axe, 
and stood at a kind of depression in the ridgt.!, from 
which, as I had anticipated, there would bo an easy 
descent to tho pastures below. I was in fact at the 
point whore I had already seen tho sheep; and it 
would be unworthy of an Alidiu! traveller to describe 
a route already traversed by such unadventurous 
animals. All that I need say for tho Ijonellt of my 
successors is this. The valley by wliicli I ultimately 
effected my descent is that which descends from the 
col between the Bas Maor and the peak (to tho north¬ 
west) which I had jvrst climbed. Tho only difficulty in 
finding a route lies in tho circumstamje that tho valley 
is broken by certain walls of rock which divide 
it into terraces at different elevations. It is rather 
difficult for one coming from above to discover the 
proper line. I wasted some precious time by follow¬ 
ing sheep-tracks, under the impression that they led 
downwards instead of upwards. Tho route, however, 
will easily be struck out by reaching the valley as near 
its head as possible, and then keeping downwards by 
the left bank of the stream, or rather watercourse. I 
ultimately reached Primiero soon after dark, having 
had an interesting twelve hours’ walk. 

Primiero is situated, geographically speaking, on 


THE PEAKS OF PBIMIBBO 


249 


the head waters of the Cismone, a tributary of the 
Brenta. It lies, however, to be more precise, at a 
distance of some thousand miles, more or less, and 
two or three centuries from railways and civilisation. 
I fear that both in time and space it is rapidly making 
up its leeway. Though many of the inhabitants told 
us that they had never ventured beyond their valley, 
others have pusliod their audacity so far as to pay a 
visit to Botzen. Nay, reform has progressed to the 
pitch indicated by the possession of a bit of carriage- 
road. Two or throe ardent leaders of the party of 
progress go so far as recklessly to advocate the con¬ 
nection of this road with others already constructed 
upon the opposite side of the mountains. The con¬ 
servatives who cling to patriarchal modes of life, dread 
the opening which would thus be made for the corrupt 
influences of civilisation. The innkeeper, in other 
respects a most deserving man, has, I fear, prepared 
for the anticipated influx of travellers by raising his 
scale of prices. It will be long, however, before the 
more solid inhabitants will yield to the spirit of 
innovation. The fat old shopkeeper will continue, it 
may bo hoped, to sit intensely in the door of his shop 
smoking those tough cigars that can only be kept 
alight for a few seconds by energetic action of the 
lungs ; ho will read his queer little printed news-sheet 
of a month or two back, and will resent the intrusion 
of customers who would disturb his profound repose; 
the peasants will gather on Sundays to strike a huge 
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ball about tho streets an<l into the windows of the 
loftiest houses; tho women will kneel reverently on 
the pavement outside tho church, and keep an eye on 
the passing stranger, whilst they diligently tell their 
beads; and in the winter evenings there will be 
friendly gatherings to spin tho long-grown fleeces of 
the queer lop-eared sheep. There is something about 
these animals that has an inexpressible attraction for 
me. As a rule, I prefer the more lively goat; and 
surely the pr(',ttieHt of all Alpine scencis is the return 
of the little lierd to the village when tho evening l)ells 
are ringing, and each goat, after a few inquisitive 
excursions into odd corners, to sec whether any 
change has taken place in its abstsnee, betakes itself 
with a few dogmatic wags of its beard to the bosom 
of its family. Primiero, how'ever, was just then filled 
with flocks of sheep returning from tho higli pastur¬ 
ages. They looked so tired and sleepy, and wore 
evidently on such friendly terms with the ragged 
shepherds who led them, that it was impossible not 
to regard them as setting the tone of the country. I 
had many talks with them on the hills, and they ex¬ 
plained to me with much sense the proper mode oi 
enjoying the scenery. To lounge about in the rich 
pasturages when the weather is fresh, to climb the 
rocks when tho sun is hot and creep into cool shadowy 
ledges, and to gather for a pleasant chat in the even¬ 
ings is their mode of passing the long vacation. They 
disapprove of the restless goats, who are fitter for the 
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bracing air of the northern Alps ; and Primiero seems 
to agree with them. There was, indeed, a certain 
amount of activity perceptible, especially amongst the 
women, who were incessantly mangling hemp (I don’t 
know whether that is the proper term) in the village 
street. But the male population is distinctly of a placid 
temperament. They don’t excite themselves about news. 
The story of the siege of Paris would probably be fresh 
to them when the first tourists arrived in the following 
summer. They care little, as may be supposed, 
even for their own mountains, and the doings of the 
few climbers who had disturbed their repose seemed 
to have excited no interest. Nobody knew or cared 
anything about my little expedition, and I began to 
fancy that there was something almost profane about 
troubling those placid regions with my scrambling 
propensities. Luckily I was roused by a very pleasant 
meeting with tho most omniscient of mountaineers. 
Mr. Ball joined us at Primiero, and I laid certain 
geographical perplexities before him, as the best pos¬ 
sible authority. What, in the first place, could be the 
name of tho peak I had climbed ? Even Mr. Ball did 
not know, and the cause of his ignorance was speedily 
explained by an intelligent native. The fact was that 
the peak had no irame at all. But as our friend ex¬ 
plained, Herr Suda, who, if I mistake not, held an 
official position in some way connected with the 
Government survey, had proposed to the editor of the 
map to bestow a name upon it; and that name, as I 
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heard with great satinfaction, was tlio Ciina di Ball. I 
sincerely hope that the name will l)o adopted. Yet I 
cannot say that it is in all rcspec.ts aiipropriato. The 
mountain, it is true, has many merits, atid amongst 
them the laitlu-r questionablo merit of a retiring 
modesty. Of no mountain that I have over seen of 
the same importamaj in a range is it so diflicult to 
obtain a viow. When it appears, it lias a vexatious 
habit of looking lower than it is, and, still more pro- 
vokingly, of passing itself oif !i.B the mere hanger-on 
of some peak of really inferior iiKU-ita. Moreover, liko 
the conversation of some of my acquaintance, it is 
totally deficient in point, ami nKjanders carelessly away 
until it may bo said rather to leaves off than to culmi- 
nato. Its top is a rambling platc'au, which cannot 
quite make up its mind to act liko the summit of a 
respectable mountain, and nobody had even erected a 
cairn upon it previous to my a.rriva.l, when I threw up 
a hasty heap of stones. Yet it is distinctly a summit, 
cut off by deep and wide depressions from all its rivals, 
and, moreover, it has one merit whicli may make it less 
unworthy to be called after Mr. Ball. By its assist¬ 
ance, as by that of its godfather, I was able to gain a 
considerable insight into the geography of the district; 
and though I decline to enter into this rather dreary 
subject, I may say shortly that I was prompted by his 
remarks to one further expedition. 

On this occasion it was determined by the higher 
powers that I should not be trusted alone. A guide 
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was to be entrusted with the duty of keeping me to 
safe places, and repressing any tendency to short cuts. 
The person designated for this duty by universal 
consent was one Colesel Rosso. Colesel is very poor 
and very deserving; he is willing, exceedingly cheer¬ 
ful, full of conversation—which I regret to say was 
imperfectly intelligible to his companion—a good 
walker, and a mighty bearer of weights. In short, he 
has every virtue that a guide can have consistently 
with a total and profound ignorance of the whole 
theory and practice of mountain climbing. When I 
first saw him I confess that, in spite of previous 
warning, I was struck with amazement. It was little 
that his height was not above 4 feet 6 inches, and that 
his general appearance might suggest that I was taking 
with mo an animated scarecrow to frighten the eagles 
of the crags. His small stature and wizened face had 
a strong resemblance to the features of good-humoured 
goblins, though he was little enough at home in the 
ranges haunted by his fellows. Colesel, I suspect, 
had been assigned to me out of charity, on the ground 
that he was one of the poorest men in a district where 
the people generally seem to enjoy a fair degree of 
comfort. Although this principle is scarcely com¬ 
patible with sound views of political economy, I was 
glad enough to give my companion a good turn. But 
I was rather more startled by observing that he held 
in his hand a shillalah in place of an ice-axe, thereby 
increa.sing his general resemblance to a good-tempered 
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Paddy rather more than nsually out at elliows ; and 
that he regarded my rope and axe with undiBsombled 
wonder. It has so rarely happened to mo to walk 
with any Alpine peasant who lamld not easily boat 
me at every kind of climbing, that I still felt some 
faith in Colosel, and put my best foot forwards during 
the first part of my expedition, with the view of im¬ 
pressing him with a r(!si>eet for my powers. The 
proceeding was quite unnecessary; my guide never 
showed the least propensity to give any opinion as to 
my best route, but followed me, with greurt cheerfulness 
until I reached the glacier. Them, having no ivails in 
his shoes, he was unable to makt< much progress ; and 
he finally broke down when I ciimu! to a climb about 
equal in difliculty to the last roc.ks of the Brevent. 
So much I feel bound to say for the benefit of future 
travellers; but I repeat that I have good grounds for 
supposing Colesel to bo an excellent porter. Anyone, 
however, meditating an assault on the I’rimiero Peaks 
must either go alone or bring guides from more satis¬ 
factory districts. 

Of my further adventures it is enough to say that 
I once more ascended the Val di Pravitali, turned to 
the right through the haunted valley, climbed the 
Fradusta, and thence crossing the wild elevated 
plateau from which some of the highest peaks take 
their rise, descended by the Pasao delle Cornelle and 
S. Martino di Castrozza, and so returned to Primiero. 
The walk deserves notice, because it is perfectly easy, 
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and gives a complete vie-w of all the strange peaks I 
have endeavoured to describe. I hoped at the time 
that some of them might turn out to be inaccessible. 
Nay, I foolishly ventured to express that hope to the 
Alpine Club. Straightway a gentleman, against whom 
I have no other complaint, destroyed my vision by 
climbing the wildest of all, the Cimon della Pala, and 
has pronounced the Palle di S. Martino to be acces¬ 
sible, and, what is worse, to be accessible by a route 
which I had condemned. Par be it from me to con¬ 
tradict him! but if the evil day must come, I will 
have no more guilt upon my conscience. I refrain, 
therefore, from tlirowing out the slightest hint to 
future travellers of the aspiring kind. So far as I am 
concerned, the last peaks of Primiero may remain 
unsealed as long as the British constitution flourishes, 
or the Alpine Club continues to exist. Yet when all 
the peaks are climbed, Primiero will be scarcely less 
attractive than of old. Every now and then it sud¬ 
denly comes back to me in a vague dream, when I 
am more than usually struck with the absurdities of 
English life, and my soul is vexed with paying bills, 
wearing black hats, and attending evening parties. The 
little town, with its background of peaks, shapes it¬ 
self out of a tobacco-cloud at dead of night, when the 
organ-grinders are dumb, and the drowsy rolling of 
the distant omnibus just penetrates the silence of my 
study. Then I say to myself, I will retire in my old 
ago to Primiero; there will I take the airs of a British 
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milord; 1 will got leave to occupy the old castle of 
Pietra, and extend dignified hospitality to a few select 
friends. But I will certainly be a prop of the strictest 
conservative party ; I will oppose ca,rriage roads tooth 
and nail; no newsinvpers shall bo admitted within six 
months of their publication; if possible, the post- 
office shall be put down; all imports shall be for¬ 
bidden, except, indeed, a little foreign tobacco; and 
the Primierians shall eat their own mutton and be 
clothed with their own fleeces. B’reethinking of all 
kinds shall bo suppressed; I will set an admirable 
example by regular attendance upon early mass— 
But somewhere about this point the vision becomes 
unsubstantial; the peaks resolve themselves once 
more into commonplace tobacco-smoke, and I mag¬ 
nanimously consent, like Savage and Johnson, to 
stand by my native country. London shall not be 
deprived of one member of the Alpine Club. 
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CHAPTEE X£ 

SUNSET ON MONT BLANO 

I PEOEESS myself to be a loyal adherent of the ancient 
Monarch of Mountains, and, as such, I hold as a 
primary article of faith the doctrine that no Alpine 
summit is, as a whole, comparable in sublimity and 
beauty to Mont Blanc. With all his faults and weak¬ 
nesses, and in spite of a crowd of upstart rivals, he 
still deserves to reign in solitary supremacy. Such 
an opinion socuns to some mountaineers as great an 
anachronism as the creed of a French Legitimist. 
The coarse flattery of guide-books has done much to 
surround him with vulgarising associations; even the 
homage of poets and painters has deprived his charms 
of their early freshness, and climbers have ceased to 
regard his conciuost as a glorious, or, indeed, as any¬ 
thing but a most commonplace exploit. And yet Mont 
Blanc has merits which no unintelligent worship can 
obscure, and which bind with growing fascination the 
unprejudiced lover of scenery. Tried by a low, but 
not quite a meaningless standard, the old monarch 
can still extort respect. He can show a longer list of 
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killed and wounded than any other luountadn in the 
Alps, or ahiiost than all otlier mountains put together. 
In Ins milder moods In* may bo approached with tole¬ 
rable safety even by the im 3 Xp(n'i()m‘ed ; but in angry 
moments, when ho puts on his rolic of cdouds and 
mutters with his voice of thunder, no mountain is 
so terrible. Even tlni light snow-wreaths that eddy 
gracefully across his Itrow in line weather sometimes 
testify to an icy storm that pierces the flesh and 
freezes the very marrow of the bones. Hut wo should 
hardly estimate tlie majesty of mein or mountains by 
the length of their butcher’s bill. Mont Blanc has 
other and less questionable claims on our respect. He 
is the most solitary of all mount,ains, rising. Haul-like, a 
head and shoulders above the crowd of attendant peaks, 
and yet within that single mass there is greater prodi¬ 
gality of the sublimest scenery than in whole moun¬ 
tain districts of inferior elevation. The sternest and 
most massive of cliffs, the wildest spires of distorted 
rock, bounding torrents of shattered ice, snowlields 
polished and even as a sea-shell, are combined into a 
whole of infinite variety and yet of artistic unity. One 
might wander for days, were such wandering made 
possible by other conditions, amongst lus crowning 
snows, and every day would present new c()ml)ination8 
of unsuspected grandeur. 

Why, indeed, some critics will ask, should wo love 
a ruler of such questionable attributes ? Scientifically 
speaking, the so-called monarch is but so many tons 
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of bleak granite determining a certain quantity of 
aqueous precipitation. Aud if for literary purposes 
it be permissible to personify a monstrous rock, the 
worship of such a Moloch has in it something un¬ 
natural. In the mouth of the poet who first invested 
him with royal honours, the language was at least in 
keeping. Byron’s misanthropy, real or affected, might 
identify love of nature with hatred of mankind: and 
a savage, shapeless and lifeless idol was a fitting 
centre for his enthusiasm. But we have ceased to 
believe in the Ghilde Harolds and the Manfreds. Be¬ 
come a hermit—denounce your species, and shrink 
from their contact, and you may consistently love the 
peaks where human life exists on sufferance, and 
whose message to the valleys is conveyed in wasting 
torrents or crushing avalanches. Men of saner mind 
who repudiate this anti-social creed should love the 
fertile valleys and grass-clad ranges better than these 
symbols of the sternest desolation. AH the enthusiasm 
for the wilder scenery, when it is not simple affecta¬ 
tion, is the product of a temporary phase of sentiment, 
of which the justification has now ceased to exist. To 
all which the zealot may perhaps reply most judiciously, 
Be it as you please. Prefer, if you see fit, a Leicester¬ 
shire meadow or even a Lincolnshire fen to the cliff 
and glacier, and exalt the view from the Crystal Palace 
above the widest of Alpine panoramas. Natural 
scenery, like a groat work of art, scorns to be tied 
down to any cut-and-dried moral. To each spectator 
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it suggests a different train of thought and emotion, 
varying as widely as the idiosyncraHy of the mind 
affected. If Mont Blanc produces in you nothing but 
a sense of hopeless savagery, well and good; confess 
it honestly to yourself and to the world, and do not 
help to swell the chorus of insincere ecstasy. But 
neither should you quarrel with those in whom the 
same sight produces emotions of a very different kind. 
That man is the happiest and wisest who can draw 
delight from the most varied objects : from the quiet 
bandbox scenery of cultivated England, or from the 
boundless prairies of the West; from the Thames or the 
Amazon, Malvern or Mont Blanc, the Virginia Water 
or the Atlantic Ocean. If the reaction which made men 
escape with sudden ecstasy from trim gardens to rough 
mountain sides was somewhat excessive, yet there was 
in it a core of sound feeling. Boos not science teach 
us more and more emphatically that nothing which is 
natural can be alien to us who are part of nature ? 
Where does Mont Blanc end, and whore do I begin ? 
That is the question which no metaphysician has 
hitherto succeeded in answering. But at least the 
connection is close and intimate. He is a part of the 
great machinery in which my physical frame is inex¬ 
tricably involved, and not the less interesting because 
a part which I am unable to subdue to my purposes. 
The whole universe, from the stars and the planets to 
the mountains and the insects which creep about their 
roots, is but a network of forces eternally acting and 
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reacting upon each other. The mind of man is a 
musical instrument upon which all external objects 
are beating out infinitely complex harmonies and 
discords. Too often, indeed, it becomes a mere barrel- 
organ, mechanically repeating the tunes which have 
once been impressed upon it. But in proportion as it 
is more vigorous or delicate, it should retain its sen¬ 
sibility to all the impulses which may be conveyed to 
it from the most distant sources. And certainly a 
healthy organisation should not be deaf to those more 
solemn and melancholy voices which speak through 
the wildest aspects of nature. ‘ Our sweetest songs,’ 
as Shelley says in his best mood, ‘ are those which tell 
of saddest thouglit.’ No poetry or art is of the highest 
order in which there is not blended some strain of 
melancholy, even to sternness. Shakespeare would 
not be Shakespeare if it were not for that profound 
sense of the transitory in all human affairs which 
appears in the finest sonnets and in his deepest dra¬ 
matic utterances. When he tells us of the unsub¬ 
stantial fabric of the great globe itself, or the glorious 
morning which ‘ flatters the mountain tops with 
sovereign eye,’ only to be hidden by the ‘basest 
clouds,’ or, anticipating modern geologists, observes 

The hungry ocean gain 
Advantage on the kingdom of the shore, 

he is merely putting into words the thoughts obscurely 
present to the mind of every watcher of the eternal 
mountains which have outlasted so many genera- 
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tions, and are yot, like all other thineR, luiRtening to 
decay. The mountaiiiH reprcRcnt the indomitable 
force of nattire to which wc are forccjd to adapt our- 
BolvcB; they speak to jnan of his littlenesR and his 
ephemeral existence; they rouse ns from the placid 
content in which wo may be lapped when contemplat¬ 
ing the fat fields which we have concpiercd and the 
rivers which wo have forced to run according to our 
notions of convenience. And, thereforii, they should 
suggest not sheer misanthropy, as they did to Byron, 
or an outburst of revolutionary passion, as they did to 
his teacher Eoussoau, but that sense of awestruck 
humility which befits such potty creatures as ourselves. 

It is true, indeed, that Mont Blanc sometimes is 
too savage for poetry. He can speali in downright 
tragic earnestness ; and any one who has lieen caught 
in a storm on some of his higher iccdields, who has 
trembled at the deadly swoop of the gale, or at the 
ominous sound which heralds an avalanche, or at the 
remorseless settling down of the blinding snow, will 
agree that at times ho passes the limits of the terrible 
which comes fairly within the range of art. There are 
times, however, at which one may expect to find pre¬ 
cisely the right blending of the sweet and the stern. 
And in particular, there are those exquisite moments 
when the sunset is breathing over his calm snowfields 
its ‘ ardours of rest and love.’ Watched from beneath, 
the Alpine glow, as everybody knows, is of exquisite 
beauty; but unfortunately the spectacle has become 
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a little too popular. The very sunset seems to smell 
of ‘ Bffideher’s Guide.’ The flesh is weak; and the most 
sympathetic of human beings is apt to feel a slight 
sense of revulsion when the French guests at a taUe- 
d’hote are exclaiming in chorus, ‘ Magnifique, superbe! ’ 
and the Germans chiming in with ‘ Wunderschon ! ’ 
and the British tourist patting the old mountain on the 
back, and the American protesting that he has shinier 
sunsets at home. Not being of a specially sympathetic 
nature, I had frocpiently wondered how that glorious 
spectacle would look from the solitary top of the 
monarch himself. This summer I was fortunate 
enough, owing to the judicious arrangements of one of 
his most faauous courtiers—my old friend and com¬ 
rade M. Gabriel Loppe—to be able to give an answer 
founded on personal experience. The result was to 
me so intonssting that I shall venture—rash as the at¬ 
tempt may ho—to give some account of a phenomenon 
of extraordinary beauty which has hitherto been wit¬ 
nessed bynot more than some half-dozen human beings. 

It was in the early morning of August 6,1873, that 
I left Chamonix for the purpose. The sun rose on one 
of those fresh dewy dawns unknown except in the 
mountains, when the buoyant air seems as it were to 
penetrate every pore in one’s body. I could almost 
say with Sir Galahad— 

This mortal armour that I wear, 

This woiKht and Hizo, this heart and eyes, 

Are touch’d and turn’d to finest air. 
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The heavy, sodden framework of flesh and blood which 
I languidly dragged along London streets has undor- 
gono a strange transformation, and it is with scarcely 
a conscious effort that I breast the monstrous hill 
which towtu's above nui. Tlu* pinow'oods give out 
their aromatic scent, and the little glades are deep in 
ferns, wikl-flowors and strawliorries. hlven hero, the 
latent terrors of the mountains are lu^pt in mind by 
the huge boulders which, at some distant day, have 
crashed like cannon-balls through the forest. But the 
great mountain is not now indulging in one of his 
ponderous games at bowls, and the soft cariH;ting of 
tender vegfstation suggests rather luxurious indolence, 
and, maybe, recalls laziy picnics rather than anymore 
strenuous memories. Before long, however, wo 
emerged from the forest, and soon the bolls of a jolly 
little company of goats bade us farewndl on the limits 
of the civilised world, as wo stopped upon the still 
frozen glacier and found ourselves fairly in the pre¬ 
sence. We were alone with the mighty dome, dazzling 
our eyes in the brilliant sunshine, and guarded by its 
sleeping avalanches. Luckily there was no temptation 
to commit the abomination of walking ‘ against time ’ 
or racing any rival caravan of climbers. The whole 
day was before us, for it would liave been undesirable 
to reach the chilly summit too early ; and we could 
afford the unusual luxury of lounging up Mont Blanc. 
We took, I hope, full advantage of our opportunities. 
We could peer into the blue depths of crevasses, so 
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beautiful that one might long for such a grave, were 
it not for the awkward prospect of having one’s bones 
put under a glass case by the next generation of scien¬ 
tific travellers. We could record in our memories the 
strange forms of the shattered seracs, those grotesque 
ice-masses which scorn to suggest that the monarch 
himself has a certain clumsy sense of humour. We 
lingered longest on the summit of the Dome du Goute, 
itself a moat miijestic mountain were it not overawed 
by its gigantic neighbour. There, on the few ledges 
of rock which are loft exposed in summer, the thunder 
has loft its scars. The lightning’s strokes have covered 
numbers of stones with little glass-like heads, showing 
that this must be one of its favourite haunts. But on 
this glorious summer day the lightnings were at rest; 
and wo could peacefully count over the vast wilderness 
of peaks which already stretched far and wide beneath 
our feet. The lower mountain ranges appeared to be 
drawn up in parallel ranks like the sea waves heaved 
in calm weather by a monotonous ground-swell. Each 
ridge was blended into a uniform hue by the inter¬ 
vening atmosphere, sharply defined along the summit 
lino, and yet only distinguished from its predecessor 
and successor by a delicate gradation of tone. Such 
a view produces the powerful but shadowy impression 
which one expects from an opium dream. The vast 
perspective drags itself out to an horizon so distant 
as to blend imperceptibly with the lower sky. It has 
a vague suggestion of rhythmical motion, strangely 
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combinod with etornal calm. Drop a pebble into a 
perfectly still sheet of wati^r ; imagine that each ripple 
is supplanted by a lofty mountain range, of which all 
detail is lost in purple haze, and that the furthest 
undulations molt into the mysterious infinite. One 
gazes with a sense of soothing melancholy as one 
listens to plaintive modulations of son.e air of linked 
‘ sweetness long drawn out.’ Far away among the 
hills we could see long reaches of the peaceful Tjako of 
Geneva, just gleaming through the varying purple; but 
at our backs the icy crest of the great mountain still 
rose proudly above us, to remind us that our task was 
not yet finished. B'ortunatoly for us, scarcely a cloud 
was to bo seen under the enormous concave of the 
dark blue hoavous; a few light streamers of cirrus 
wore moving gently over our heads in those remote 
abysses from which they never condeseend oven to the 
loftiest of Alpine summits. Faint and evanescent as 
they might be, they possibly had an ominous meaning 
for the future, but the presout was our own ; the little 
puffs of wind that whispered round some lofty ledges 
were keen enough in quality to remind us of possible 
frost-bites, but they had scarcely force enough to ex¬ 
tinguish a lucifer match. 

Carefully calculating our time, we advanced along 
the ‘ dromedary’s hump ’ and stepped upon the cul¬ 
minating ridge of the mountain about an hour before 
sunset. We had time to collect ourselves, to awake 
our powers of observation, and to prepare for the 
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grand spectacle, for -which preparations were already 
being made. There had been rehearsals enough in 
all conscience to secure a perfect performance. For 
millions of ages the lamps had been lighted and the 
transparencies had been sho-wn with no human eye 
to observe or hand to applaud. Twice, I believe only 
twice, before, an audience had taken its place in i^hiH 
lofty gallery ; but on one of those occasions, at least, 
the observers had been too unwell to do justice to the 
spectacle. The other i)arty, of which the chief member 
was a French man of science. Dr. Martens, bad been 
obliged to retreat hastily before the lights were extin¬ 
guished ; but their fragmentary account had excited 
oirr curiosity, and we had the pleasure of verifying 
tlio most striking phenomenon which they described. 
And now we waited eagerly for the performance to 
commence ; the cold was sufficient to freeze the wine 
in our bottles, but hi still air the cold is but little felt, 
and by walking briskly up and down and adopting the 
gymnastic exercise in which the London cabman de¬ 
lights in cold woatlicr, wo were able to keep up a suffi¬ 
cient degreo of circulation. I say ‘we,’ but I am 
libelling the most enthusiastic member of the party. 
Loppo sat resolutely on the snow, at the risk, as we 
might have thought, of following the example of Lot’s 
wife. Superior, as it appeared, to all the frailties 
which beset the human frame suddenly plunged into 
a temperature I know not how many degrees below 
freezing-point, ho worked with ever increasing fury in 
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a desperate attempt to fix upon canvas some of the 
magic beauties of the scene. Glancing from earth to 
heaven and from north to south, sketching with breath¬ 
less rapidity the appoaraneo of the eastern ranges, and 
then wheeling round like a wcatluirc.ock to make hasty 
notes of the western clouds, breaking out at times into 
uncontrollable exclamations of delight, or reproving 
his thoughtless companions when their opatpie bodies 
eclipsed a whole quarter of tho heavens, he enjoyed, I 
should fancy, an hour of as keen delight as not often 
occurs to an ontlmsiastic lover of the sublime in 
nature. We laughed, envied and admired, and he 
escaped frost-bites. I wish that I could substitute 
his canvas—though, to say the truth, I fear it would 
exhibit a slight confusion of the points of tlie com¬ 
pass—for my words; but, as that is impossible, I must 
endeavour briefly to indicate the most impressive 
features of the scenery. My readers must kindly set 
their imaginations to work in aid of feeble language; 
for even the most eloquent language is but a poor 
substitute for a painter’s brush, and a painter’s brush 
lags far behind these grandest aspects of nature. The 
easiest way of obtaining tho impression is to follow 
in my steps; for in watching a sunset from Mont 
Blanc one feels that one is passing one of those rare 
moments of life at which all the surrounding scenery 
is instantaneously and indelibly photographed on the 
mental retina by a process which no second-hand 
operation can even dimly transfer to others. To 
explain its nature requires a word or two of preface. 
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The ordinary view from Mont Blanc is not specially 
picturesque—and for a sufficient reason. The archi¬ 
tect has concentrated his whole energies in producing 
a single impression. Everything has been so arranged 
as to intensify the sense of vast height and an illimit¬ 
able horizon. In a good old guide-book I have read, 
on the authority (I think) of Pliny, that the highest 
mountain in the world is 800,000 feet above the sea; 
and one is apt to fancy, on ascending Mont Blanc, 
that the guess is not so far out. The effect is perfectly 
unique in the Alps; but it is produced at a certain 
sacrifice. All dangerous rivals have been removed to 
such a distance as to become apparently insignificant. 
No grand mass can be admitted into the foreground; 
for the sense of vast size is gradually forced upon you 
by the infinite multiplicity of detail. Mont Blanc 
must be like an Asiatic despot, alone and supreme, 
with all inferior peaks reverently couched at his feet. 
If a man, previously as ignorant of geography as a boy 
who has just left a public school, could be transported 
for a moment to the summit, his impression would be 
that the Alps resembled a village of a hundred hovels 
grouped round a stupendous cathedral. Fully to ap¬ 
preciate this effect requires a certain familiarity with 
Alpine scenery, for otherwise the effect produced is 
a dwarfing of the inferior mountains into pettiness 
instead of an exaltation of Mont Blanc into almost por¬ 
tentous magnificence. Grouped around you at unequal 
distances lie innumerable white patches, looking like 
the tented encampments of scattered army corps. Hold 
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npa glovo at arm’s length, and it will cover tho whole of 
such a group. On the boundless plain l)enealh (I say 
‘ plain,’ for the greatest mountain system of Europe 
appears to have subsided into a rather uneven plain), 
it is a mere spot, a trilling dent ui)on the huge shield 
on whose central boss you are placed. But you know, 
though at first you can hardly realise the knowledge, 
that that insignificant discoloration represents a 
whole mountain district. One spot, for example, re¬ 
presents the clustered peaks of tlie Bern(!Ho Obcrland; 
a block, as big as a pebble, is tho soaring Jungfrau, 
the terrible mother of avalanches; a barely dis¬ 
tinguishable wrinkle is tho reviirse of those snowy 
wastes of the Bliimlis Alp, whicli seem to bo sus¬ 
pended above the terrace of Borne, thirty miles away; 
and that littl6 whitisli streak represents the greatest 
ice-stream of the Alps, the huge Alotsch glacier, whoso 
monstrous proportions have been impressed upon you 
by hours of laborious plodding. One patc.h contains 
the main sources from which tlie .Rhino descends to the 
German Ocean, two or throe more overlook the Italian 
plains and encircle tho basin of tho Bo; from a more 
distant group flows tho Danube, and from your foot 
the snows melt to supply tho Rhone. You fool that 
you are in some sense looking down upon Europe from 
Rotterdam to Venice and from Varna to Marseilles. 
The vividness of the impression depends entirely upon 
the degree to which you can realise tho immense size 
of all these imraeas«ra})le details. Now, in tho morn- 
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ing, the usual time for an ascent, the details are 
necessarily vague, because the noblest part of the 
view lies between the sun and the spectator. But in 
the evening light each ridge, and peak, and glacier 
stands out with startling distinctness, and each, there¬ 
fore, is laden with its weight of old association. There, 
for example, was the grim Matterhorn: its angular 
dimensions were of infinitesimal minuteness; it would 
puzzle a mathematician to say how small a space its 
image would occupy on his retina; but, within that 
small space, its form was defined with exquisite ac¬ 
curacy ; and we could recognise the precise configura¬ 
tion of the wild labyrinth of rocky ridges up which the 
earlier adventurers forced their way from the Italian 
side. And thus we not only knew, but felt that at 
our foot was lying a vast slice of the map of Europe. 
The effect was to exaggerate the apparent height, till 
the view had about it something portentous and 
unnatural: it seemed to be such a view as could be 
granted not even to mountaineers of earthly mould, 
but rather to some genie from the ‘ Arabian Nights,’ 
flying high above a world tinted with the magical 
colouring of old romance. 

Thus distinctly drawn, though upon so minute a 
scale, every rock and slope preserved its true value, 
and the impression of stupendous height became 
almost oppressive as it was forced upon the imagina¬ 
tion that a whole world of mountains, each of them a 
mighty mass in itself, lay couched far beneath our feet, 
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reaching across the whole diameter of the vast pano¬ 
rama. And now, whilst occupied in drinlcing in that 
strange sensation, and allowing our minds to recover 
their equilibrium from the first staggering shock of 
astonishment, began the strange spectacle of which 
we were the sole witnesses. One long delicate cloud, 
suspended in mid-air just below the sun, was gradu¬ 
ally adorning itsedf with prismatic colouring. Bound 
the limitless horizon ran a faint fog-bank, unfortu¬ 
nately not quite thick enough to produce that depth 
of colouring which sometimes makes an Alpine sun¬ 
set inexpressibly gorgtious. The weather—it was the 
only complaint we had to make—erred on tlie side of 
fineness. But the colouringwas brilliant enough to pre¬ 
vent any thoughts of serious disappointment. The long 
series of western ranges melted into a uniform hue as 
the sun declined in their rear. Amidst their folds the 
Lake of Geneva became suddenly liglited up in a faint 
yellow gleam. To the east a blue gauze seemed to 
cover valley by valley as they sank into night and the 
intervening ridges rose with increasing distinctness, 
or rather it seemed that some fluid of exquisite delicacy 
of colour and substance was flooding all the lower 
country beneath the great mountains. Peak by peak 
the high snowfields caught the rosy glow and shone 
like signal-fires across the dim breadths of delicate 
twilight. Like Xerxes, we looked over the countless 
host sinking into rest, hut with the rather different 
reflection, that a hundred years hence they would 
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probably be doing much the same thing, whilst we 
should long have ceased to take any interest in the 
performance. And suddenly began a more startling 
phenomenon. A vast cone, with its apex pointing 
away from us, seemed to be suddenly cut out from 
the world beneath; night was within its borders and 
the twilight still all round; the blue mists were 
quenched where it fell, and for the instant we could 
scarcely tell what was the origin of this strange ap¬ 
pearance. Some unexpected change seemed to have 
taken place in the programme; as though a great 
fold in the curtain had suddenly given way, and 
dropped on to part of the scenery. Of course a 
moment’s reflection explained the meaning of this 
uncanny intruder; it was the giant shadow of Mont 
Blanc, testifying to hia supremacy over all meaner 
eminences. It is di flicult to say how sharply marked 
was the outline, and how startling was the contrast 
between this pyramid of darkness and the faintly- 
lighted spaces beyond its influence; a huge inky blot 
seemed to have suddenly fallen upon the landscape. 
As wo gasied we could see it move. It swallowed up 
ridge by ridge, and its sharp point crept steadily from 
one landmark to another down the broad Valley of 
Aosta. We wore standing, in fact, on the point of the 
gnomon of a gigantic sundial, the face of which was 
formed by thousands of square miles of mountain and 
valley. So clear was the outline that, if figures had 
been scrawled upon glaciers and ridges, we could have 
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told the tinie to a bccoikI; iiult^ed, wo were half- 
inclined to look for our own nliadowB at a distance so 
great that whole villages would he roprc^sinitod by a 
scarcely distingiushahle speck of colouring. The huge 
shadow, looking ever more strange' and magical, struck 
the distant Becca di Nona, and then climlied into the 
dark region whore the broader bIuuIow of the world 
was rising into the cast(u*n sky. By some singular 
effect of perspective, rays of darkness B<'emcd to bo 
converging from above our beads to a point imme¬ 
diately above the apex of the shadowy cone. For a 
time it seemed that there was a kind of anti-sun in 
the east, pouring out not light, but deep shadow as it 
rose. The apex soon reached the hori^ion, and then 
to our surprise Ix'gan climhing the distant sky. 
Would it never stop, and wa.s Mont Blanc capable of 
overshadowing not only tlio eartli hut the sky ? For 
a minute or two I fancied, in a heuvildered way, that 
this unearilily object would fairly rise from the 
ground and climb upwards to the zenith. But 
rapidly the lights went out upon the great army of 
mountains; the snow all round took the livid hue 
which immediately sucuieeds an Alpine sunset, and 
almost at a blow the shadow of Mont Blanc was 
swallowed up in the general shade of night. The dis¬ 
play had ceased suddenly at its culminating point, 
and it was highly expedient; for the spectators to re¬ 
tire. We had no time to lose if we would get off the 
summit before the grip of the frost should harden the 
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snows into an ice-crust; and in a minute we were 
running and sliding downwards at our best pace to¬ 
wards the familiar Corridor. Yet as we went the 
sombre magnificence of the scenery seemed for a time 
to increase. We were between the day and the night. 
The western heavens were of the most brilliant blue 
with spaces of transparent green, whilst a few scat¬ 
tered cloudlets glowed as if with internal fire. To the 
east the night rushed up furiously, and it was difficult 
to imagine that the dark purple sky was really cloud¬ 
less and not blackened by the rising of some porten¬ 
tous storm. That it was, in fact, cloudless, appeared 
from the unbroken disc of the full moon, which, if I 
may venture to say so, had a kind of silly expression, 
as though it were a bad imitation of the sun, totally 
unable to keep the darkness in order. 

With how sad stops, 0 moon, thou climb’st the sky, 

How silontly and with how wan a face I 

as Sidney exclaims. And truly, set in that strange 
gloom the moon looked wan and miserable enough ; 
the lingering sunlight showed by contrast that she 
was but a feeble source of illumination; and, but for 
her half-comic look of helplessness, we might have 
sympathised with the astronomers who tell us that 
she is nothing but a vast perambulating tombstone, 
proclaiming to all mankind in the words of the familiar 
epitaph, ‘ As I am now, you soon shall be! ’ To speak 
after the fashion of early mythologies, one might 
fancy that some supernatural cuttlefish was shedding 
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his ink through the heavens to distract her, and that 
the poor moon had but a bad chance of escaping 
his clutches. Hurrying downwards with occasional 
glances at the sky, wo had soon reached tlie Grand 
Plateau, whence our further retreat was secure, and 
from that wildest of mountain fastnesses wo saw the 
last striking spectacle of the evening. In some sense 
it was perhaps the most impressive of all. As all 
Alpine travellers know, the Grand Plateau is a level 
space of evil omen, embraced by a vast semicircle of 
icy slopes. The avalanches which occasionally descend 
across it, and which have caused more than one 
catastrophe, give it a bad reputation; and at night 
the icy jaws of the great mountain seem to be enclos¬ 
ing you in a fatal embrace. At this moment there 
was something half grotesque in its sternness. Light 
and shade were contrasted in a manner so bold as to 
be almost bizarre. One half of the cirque was of a 
pallid white against the night, which was rushing up 
still blacker and thicker, except that a few daring stars 
shone out like fiery sparks against a pitchy canopy; 
the other half, reflecting the black night, was relieved 
against the last gleams of daylight; in front a vivid 
band of blood-red light burnt along the horizon, 
beneath which seemed to lie an abyss of mysterious 
darkness. It was the last struggle between night and 
day, and the night seemed to assume a more ghastly 
ferocity as the day sank, pale and cold, before its 
antagonist. The Grand Plateau, indeed, is a fit scene 
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for such contrasts; for there in mid-day you may feel 
the reflection of the blinding snows like the blast of a 
furnace, where a few hours before you were realising 
the keenest pangs of frost-bite. The cold and the 
night were now the conquerors, and the angry sunset- 
glow seemed to grudge the victory. The light rapidly 
faded, and the darkness, no longer seen in the strange 
contrast, subsided to its ordinary tones. The magic 
was gone; and it was in a commonplace though lovely 
summer night that we reached our resting-place at the 
G-rands Mulets. 

We felt that we had learnt some new secrets as to 
the beauty of mountain scenery, but the secrets were 
of that kind which not even the initiated can reveal. 
A great poet might interpret the sentiment of the 
mountains into song; but no poet could pack into 
any definite proposition or series of propositions the 
strange thoughts that rise in different spectators of 
such a scene. All that I at last can say is that some 
indefinable mixture of exhilaration and melancholy 
pervades one’s mind; one feels like a kind of cheerful 
Tithonus ‘at the quiet limit of the world,’ looking 
down from a magic elevation upon the ‘ dim fields about 
the homes 

Of happy mon that have the power to die.’ 

One is still of the earth, earthy; for freezing toes 
and snow-parched noses are lively reminders that one 
has not become an immortal. Even on the top of 
Mont Blanc one may be a very long way from heaven. 
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And yet the mere phyHical clovaticm of a league above 
the sea level seems to raise one liy momouts into a 
sphere above the petty intcirosts of everyday life. 
Why that should be so, and by what strange threads 
of association the rods and blues of a gorgeous sunset, 
the fantastic 8ha[)C8 of clouds and shadows at that 
dizzy height, and the dramatic changes that sweep 
over the boundless region beneath your foot, should 
stir you like mysterious music, or, iudot’d, why music 
itself should have such power, I leave to ijhilosophers 
to explain. This only I know, that even the memory 
of that summer evening on the top of Mont Blanc has 
power to plunge mo into strange reveries not to be ana¬ 
lysed by any capacity, and stilt less capable of expres¬ 
sion by the help of a few black remarks on white paper. 

One word must bo added. Tho expedition I have 
described is perfectly safe and easy, if, but only if, two 
or three conditions bo scrupulously observed. The 
weather, of course, must be faultless ; the snow must 
be in perfect order or a retreat may be diOicult; and, 
to guard against unforeseen contingeucios which are so 
common in high mountains, there should be a suffi¬ 
cient force of guides more trustworthy than the gentry 
who hang about Chamonix drinking-places. If these 
precautions be neglected, serious accidents would be 
easy, and at any rate there would be a very fair chance 
that the enthusiastic lover of scenery would leave his 
toes behind him. 


CHAPTER XII 

XHB ALPS IN WINTER 


Men of science have recently called our attention to 
the phenomena of dual consciousness. To the un¬ 
scientific mind it often seems that consciousness in 
its normal state must be rather multiple than dual. 
We lead, habitually, many lives at once, which are 
blended and intercalated in strangely complex fashion. 
Particular moods join most naturally, not with those 
which are contiguous in time, but with those which 
owe a spontaneous affinity to their identity of com¬ 
position. When in my study, for example, it often 
seems as if that part alone of the past possessed 
reality which had elapsed within the same walls. All 
else—the noisy life outside, nay, even the life, some¬ 
times rather noisy too, in the next room, becomes 
dreamlike. I can fancy that my most intimate self 
has never existed elsewhere, and that all other ex. 
perioncos recorded by memory have occurred to other 
solves in parallel but not continuous currents of life. 
And so, after a holiday, the day on which we resume 
harness joins on to the day on which we dropped it, 
and the interval fades into a mere hallucination. 
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There are times when this power (or weahncss) 
has a singular charm. Wo can take up dropped 
threads of life, and cancel the weary monotony of 
daily drudgery; though we cannot go hack to the 
well-beloved past, we can place oursedves in imme¬ 
diate relation with it, and l)reak the barriers which 
close in so romorsek^fisly to hid(i it from longing eyes. 
To some of us the charm is worked instantaneously 
by the sight of an Alpine peak. The dome of Mont 
Blanc or the crags of the Wotterhorn are spells that 
disperse the gathering mists of time. Wo can gaze 
upon them till we ‘begot the golden time again.' 
And there is this peculiar fascination about the 
eternal mountains. Tlusy never recall the trifling or 
the vulgarising association of old days. There are 
times when the bare sight of a Icttcsr, a ring, or an 
old house, overpowers some people with the rush of 
early memories. I am not so happily constituted. 
Relics of the conventional kind have a perverse trick 
of reviving those potty incidents which one would 
rather forget. They recall the old follies that still 
make one blush, or the hasty word which one would 
buy back with a year of the life that is left. Our 
English fields and rivers have the same malignant 
freakishness. Nature in our little island is too much 
dominated by the petty needs of humanity to have an 
affinity for the simpler and deeper emotions. With 
the Alps it is otherwise. There, as after a hot 
summer day the rocks radiate back their stores of 
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heat, every peak and forest seems to be still redolent 
with the most fragrant perfume of memory. The 
trifling and vexatious incidents cannot adhere to such 
mighty monuments of bygone ages. They retain 
whatever of high and tender and pure emotion may 
have once been associated with them. If I were to 
invent a new idolatry (rather a needless task) I 
should prostrate myself, not before beast, or ocean, 
or sun, but before one of those gigantic masses to 
which, in spite of all reason, it is impossible not to 
attribute some shadowy personality. Their voice is 
mystic and has found discordant interpreters; but to 
me at least it speaks in tones at once more tender 
and more awe-inspiring than that of any mortal 
teacher. The loftiest and sweetest strains of Milton 
or Wordsworth may be more articulate, but do not 
lay so forcible a grasp upon my imagination. 

In the summer there are distractions. The busi¬ 
ness of eating, drinking, and moving is carried on by 
too cumbrous and clanking a machinery. But I had 
often fancied that in the winter, when the whole 
region becomes part of dreamland, the voice would be 
more audible and more continuous. Access might be 
attained to those lofty reveries in which the true 
mystic imagines time to be annihilated, and rises 
into beatific visions untroubled by the accidental and 
the temporary. Pure undefined emotion, indifferent 
to any logical embodiment, undisturbed by external 
perception, seems to belong to the sphere of the 
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transcendental. Few people have the power to rise 
often to such regions or remain in thorn long. The 
indulgence, when habitual, is perilously enervating. 
But most people are amply secured from the danger 
by incapacity for the enjoyment. The te-niptation 
assails very e.\coptional natures. We—the positive 

and matter-of-fact part of the world.-need be no 

more afraid of dreaming too much than the London 
rough need be warned against an excessive devotion 
to the Fine Arts. Our danger is the reverse. Let 
us, in such brief momenta as may be propitious, draw 
the curtains which may exclude the outside world, 
and abandon ourselves to the passing luxury of 
abstract meditation ; or rather, for the word medita¬ 
tion suggests too near an approach to ordinary thought, 
of passive surrender to an emotional current. 

The winter Alps provide some such curtain. The 
very daylight has an unreal glow. The noisy summer 
life is suspended. A scarce audible hush scorns to be 
whispered throughout the region. The first glacier 
stream that you meet strikes the keynote of the pre¬ 
vailing melody. In summer tlm torrent comes down 
like a charge of cavalry—all rush and roar and foam 
and fury—turhid with the dust ground from the 
mountain’s flanks by the ice-share, and spluttering 
and writhing in its bed like a creature in the agonies 
of strangulation. In winter it is transformed into 
the likeness of one of the gentle brooks that creeps 
round the roots of Scawfell, or even one of those spark- 
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ling trout-streams that slide through a water-meadow 
beneath Stonehenge. It is perfectly transparent. It 
babbles round rocks instead of clearing them at a 
bound. It can at most fret away the edges of the huge 
white pillows of snow that cap the boulders. High up it 
can only show itself at intervals between smothering 
snow-beds which form continuous bridges. Even the 
thundering fall of the Handeck becomes a gentle 
thread of pure water creeping behind a broad sheet 
of ice, more delicately carved and moulded than a 
lady’s veil, and so diminished in volume that one 
wonders how it has managed to festoon the broad 
rock faces with so vast a mass of pendent icicles. 
The pulse of the mountains is beating low; the huge 
arteries through which the life-blood courses so 
furiously in summer have become a world too wide 
for this trickle of pellucid water. If one is still forced 
to attribute personality to the peaks, they are clearly 
in a state of suspended animation. They are spell¬ 
bound, droarining of dim abysses of past time or of 
tho sumnuir that is to recall them to life. They are 
in a trance like that of the Ancient Mariner when he 
heard strange spirit voices conversing overhead in 
mysterious murmurs. 

This dreamlike impression is everywhere pervad¬ 
ing and dominant. It is in proportion to the con¬ 
trary impression of stupendous, if latent, energy 
which the Alps make upon one in summer. Then 
when an avalanche is discharged down the gorges of 
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the Jungfrau, one fancies it the signal gun of a volley 
of artillery. It seems to betoken the presence of 
some huge animal, crouching in suspense but in per¬ 
petual vigilance, and ready at any moment to spring 
into portentous activity. In the winter the sound 
recalls the uneasy movement of the same monster, 
now lapped in sevenfold dreams. It is the rare in¬ 
terruption to a silence which may bo felt—a single 
mdication of the continued existence of forces which 
are for the time lulled into absolute repose. A quiet 
sea or a moonlit forest on the plains may give an 
impression of slumber in ’ some sense even deeper. 
But the impression is not so vivid because less per¬ 
manent and less forcibly contrasted. The lowland 
forest will soon return to such life as it possesses, 
which is after all little more than a kind of entomo¬ 
logical buzzing. The ocean is the only rival of the 
mountains. But the six months’ paralysis which 
locks up the energies of the Alps has a greater dignity 
than the uncertain repose of the sea. It is as proper 
to talk of a sea of mountains as of a mountain 
wave; but the comparison always seems to me 
derogatory to the scenery which has the greatest 
appearance of organic unity. The sea is all very well 
in its way; but it is a fidgety uncomfortable kind of 
element; you can see but a little bit of it at a time; 
and it is capable of being horribly monotonous. All 
poetry to the contrary notwithstanding, I hold that 
even the Atlantic is often little better than a bore. 
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Its sleep cHefly suggests absence of the most un¬ 
dignified of all ailments; and it never approaches the 
grandeur of the strange mountain trance. 

There are dreams and dreams. The special merit 
of the mountain structure is in the harmonious 
blending of certain strains of emotion not elsewhere 
to be enjoyed together. The winter Alps are melan¬ 
choly, as everything sublime is more or less 
melancholy. The melancholy is the spontaneous 
recognition by human nature of its own pettiness 
when brought into immediate contact with what we 
please to regard as eternal and infinite. It is the 
starting into vivid consciousness of that sentiment 
which poets and preachers have tried, with varying 
success, to crystallise into definite figures and for¬ 
mula ; which is necessarily more familiar to a man’s 
mind, as he is more habitually conversant with the 
vastest objects of thought; and which is stimulated 
in the mountains in proportion as they are less 
dominated by the petty and temporary activities of 
daily life. In death, it is often said, the family Uke- 
ness comes out which is obscured by individual 
peculiarities daring active life. So in this living 
death or cataleptic trance of the mountains, they 
carry the imagination more easily to their permanent 
relations with epochs indefinitely remote. 

The melancholy, however, which is shared with all 
that is sublime or lovely has here its peculiar stamp. 
It is at once exquisitely tender and yet wholesome 
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and stiniulating. TIio Atlantic, in a Deeeinhor gale 
produces a melancholy tempered by the invigorating 
influence of the human life that strugglea against its 
fury ; l)ut there is no touc.h of tenderness in its 
behaviour; it is a monster whic.h would tiiko a cruel 
pleasure in mangling and disfiguring its victim. A 
boundless plain is often at once mehincholy and 
tender, especially when shrouded in snow; but it is 
depressing as the vapours which hang like palls over 
a dreary morass. The Alps alone possiiss the merit 
of at once soothing and stimulating. The tender 
half-tones, duo to the vaporous air, the niarvotlous 
delicacy of light and sliado on the snow-piled ranges, 
and the subtlety of line, which suggests that some 
sensitive agent has been moulding the snow-covering 
to every gentle contour of the surface, act like the 
media which allow the light-giving rays to pass, 
whilst quenching the rays of lieat; they transmit the 
soothing and resist the depressing influences of 
nature. The snow on a half-buried chalet suggests a 
kind hand laid softly on a sick man's brows. And 
yet the nerves arc not relaxed. The air is bright and 
bracing as the purest breeze on the sea-shore, with¬ 
out the slightest trace of languor. It lias the inspir¬ 
ing quality of the notorious ‘wild North-Easter,’ 
without its preposterous bluster. Even in summer 
the same delicious atrnosplioro may ho breathed 
amongst the higher snowfields in fine weather. In 
winter it descends to the valleys, and the nerves are 
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strung as firmly as those of a racehorse in training, 
without being over-excited. The effect is heightened 
by the intensity of character which redeems every 
detail of a mountain region from the commonplace. 
The first sight of a pine-tree, hearing so gallantly— 
with something, one may almost say, of military 
jauntinoss—its load of snow-crystals, destroyed to me 
for ever the charm of one of Heine’s most frequently- 
quoted poems. It became once for all impossible to 
conceive of that least morbid of trees indulging in 
melancholy longings for a southern palm. It may 
show something of the sadness of a hard struggle for 
life; but never in the wildest of storms could it con¬ 
descend to sentimentalism. 

But it is time to descend to detail. The Alps in 
winter belong, I have said, to dreamland. From the 
moment when the traveller catches sight, from the 
terraces of the Jura, of the long encampment of 
peaks, from Mont Blanc to the Wetterhorn, to the 
time when he has penetrated to the innermost 
recesses of the chain, he is passing through ^ series 
of dreams within dreams. Each vision is a portal to 
one beyond and within, still more unsubstantial and 
solemn. One passes, by slow gradations, to the more 
and more shadowy regions, where the stream of life 
runs lower and the enchantment binds the senses 
with a more powerful opiate. Starting, for example, 
from the loveliest of all conceivable lakes, where tne 
Bliimlis Alp, the Jungfrau, and Schreckhorn form a 
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marvellous background to tho old towers of Thun, one 
comes under tho dominion of tho charm. The lake- 
waters, no longer clouded l)y turbid torrents, are 
mere liquid turquoise. They are of tho colour of 
which Shelley was thinking when ho described the 
blue Mediterranean awakened from his summer 
dreams ‘ beside a pumico-islo in Bairo’s Bay.’ 
Between the lake and the snow-clad hills lie the 
withered forcists, the delicate reds and browns of tho 
deciduous foliage giving just the touch of warmth 
required to contrast tho coolness of the surrounding 
scenery. And higher up, tho pine-forests still dis¬ 
play their broad zones of purple, not quite in that 
uncompromising spirit which rcsducos them in the 
intensity of summer shadow to mere patches of pitchy 
blackness, but mellowed by tho misty air, and with 
their foliage judiciously softened with snow-dust like 
the powdered hair of a last-century beauty. There 
is no longer tho fierce glare wliich gives a look of 
parched monotony to tho stretches of lofty pasture 
under .an August sun. Tho perpetual greens, de¬ 
nounced by painters, have disappeared, and in their 
place are ranges of novel hue and texture which 
painters may possibly dislike—for I am not familiar 
with their secrets—but which they may certainly 
despair of adequately rendering. The ranges are 
apparently formed of a delicate material of creamy 
whiteness, unlike the dazzling splendours of the 
eternal snows, at once so pure and so mellow that it 
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suggests rather frozen milk than ordinary snow. If 
not so ethereal, it is softer and more tender than its 
rival on the loftier peaks. It is moulded into the 
same magic combination of softness and delicacy by 
shadows so pure in colour that they seem to be woven 
out of the bluest sky itself. Lake and forest and 
mountain are lighted by the low sun, easting strange 
misty shadows to portentous heights, to fade in the 
vast depths of the sky, or to lose themselves imper¬ 
ceptibly on the mountain flanks. As the steamboat 
runs into tho shadow of the hills, a group of pine-trees 
on the sky-line comes near the sun, and is sud¬ 
denly transformed into molten silver; or some snow- 
ridge, pale as death on the nearest side, is lighted up 
along its summit with a series of points glowing with 
intense brilliancy, as though the peaks were being 
kindled by a stupendous burning-glass. The great 
snow-mountains behind stand glaring in spectral 
calm, tho cliffs hoary with frost, but scarcely changed 
in outline or detail from their summer aspect. When 
tho sun sinks, and the broad glow of gorgeous colour¬ 
ing fades into darkness, or is absorbed by a wide 
expanse of phosphoric moonlight, one feels fairly in 
tho outer court of dreamland. 

Scenery, oven the wildest which is really enjoy¬ 
able, derives half its charm from the occult sense of 
the human life and social forms moulded upon it. A 
bare fragment of rock is ugly till enamelled by lichens, 
and the Alps would be unbearably stern but for the 
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picturt'Bfiue socioty prcHorved ainoug tlusir folds. In 
summer the true life of the people is obscured by the 
rank overgrowth of parasitic pf>pulation. In winter 
the stream of existence shows itself in more of its 
primitive form, like the rivulets which represent the 
glacier torrents. As one penetrates further into the 
valleys, and the bagman element—the only represen¬ 
tative of the superincumbent sumnuir population— 
disappears, one finds the genuine peasant, neither 
the parasite which siudis the blood of summer tourists 
nor the melodramatic humbug of operas and picture- 
books. Ho is the rough athletic labourer, wrestling 
with nature for his immediate wants, reducing in¬ 
dustrial life to its simplest forms, and with a certain 
capacity—not to bo (iuito overlooked.for the absorp¬ 

tion of schnapps. Even Sir Wilfrid Lawson would 
admit the force of the temptation after watching a 
day’s labour in the snow-smothered forests. 'J’he 
village is empty of its male inhabitants in the day, 
and towards evening one hears distant shouts and the 
train of sloighs emerges from the skirts of the forest, 
laden with masses of winter fodder, or with the 
mangled trunks of ‘ patrician trees,’ which strain to 
the utmost the muscles of their drawers. As the 
edge of an open slope is reached, a tumultuous 
glissade takes place to the more level regions. Each 
sleigh puts out a couple of legs in advance, like an 
insect’s feelers, which agitate themselves in strange 
contortions, resulting by some unintelligible process 
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in steering the freight past apparently insuperable 
obstacles. One may take a seat upon one of these 
descending thunderbolts as one may shoot the rapids 
of the St. Lawrence; but the process is slightly 
alarming to untrained nerves. 

As the sun sinks, the lights begin to twinkle out 
across the snow from the scattered cottages, more 
picturesque than ever under their winter covering. 
There is something pathetic, I hardly know why, in 
this humble illumination which lights up the snowy 
waste and suggests a number of little isolated foci of 
domestic life. One imagines the family gathered in 
the low close room, its old stained timbers barely 
visible by the glimmer of the primitive lamp, and 
the huge beams in the ceiling enclosing mysterious 
islands of gloom, and remembers Macaulay’s lonely 
cottage whore 

The oldest cask is opened 
And the largest lamp is lit. 

Thogoodman is probably carving lopsided chamois 
instead of ‘ trimming his helmet’s plume; ’ but it 
may be said with literal truth that 

The goodwifo’s shuttle merrily 
Goes dashing through the loom, 

and the spinning-wheel has not yet become a thing 
of the past. Though more primitive in its arrange¬ 
ments, the village is in some ways more civilised than 
its British rival. A member of a School Board might 
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ix'joice to soe the enorjxy with wliich the children are 
making up arrears of ediication interrupted by the 
Bummor labours. Olivo branches are plentiful in 
these parts, and they S(.'em to thrive amazingly in the 
winter. The game of sliding in miniature sleighs 
seems to be inexpressibly attractive for children of all 
ages, and may possibly produce occasional truancy. 
But the sleighs also carry the (diildreu to s<‘hool from 
the higher clu8t(u-s of houses, and they are to bo seen 
making daily pilgrimages long enough to imply a 
considerable tax upon their pcahsstrian powers. A 
little picture com(*,s ba(dc to nu; us I write of a string 
of red-nosed urchins plodiling vigorously up th<! deep 
trades which lead from tbo lower valley to a remote 
liamlct in a subsidiary glen. Tlu* day was gloomy, 
the light was fading, and the grey hill-ra,ng(:s melted 
iiidifitinguishably into the grety sky. The forms of the 
narrow glen, of the level bottom in which a few 
cottages clustoiaal near the smotluu'ed strciim, of the 
sweeps of pine-forests rising steejdy to the steeper 
slopes of alp, and of the rangi’S of precipitous rock 
above were just indicated by a few broad sweeps of 
dim shadow distinct enough to sugg^jst, wliilst 
scarcely defining, tlie main features of tlui valley and 
its walls. Lights and shadows interminghal so faint 
and delicate that each s<!omed otluir; tlie ground was 
a form of twiliglit; and cewtaiuly it looked as tliough 
the children had no very ch(!orful prospect before 
them. But, luckily, the numtal colouring bestowed 


THE ALPS m WINTEB 


293 


by the childish mind upon familiar objects does not 
come from without nor depend upon the associations 
which are indissoluble for the older observer. 

There is no want, indeed, of natural symbols of 
melancholy feeling, of impressive bits of embodied 
sadness, recalling in sentiment some of Bewick’s 
little vignettes of storm-beaten crag and desolate 
churchyard. Any place out of season has a certain 
charm for my mind in its suggestions of dreamful 
indolence. But the Alpine melancholy deepens at 
times to pathos and even to passionate regret. The 
deserted aspect of these familiar regions is often 
delicious in its way, especially to jaded faculties. 
But it is needless to explain at length why some 
familiar spots sliould now be haunted, why silence 
should sometimes echo with a bitter pang the voices 
of the past, or the snow seem to be resting on the 
grave of dead happiness. The less said on such 
tilings the bettia-; though the sentiment makes itself 
felt too emphatically to be quite ignored. The sadder 
strains blond more audibly with the music of the 
scenery as one passes upwards through grim gorges 
towards the central chain and the last throbs of 
animation begin to die away. In the calmest sum¬ 
mer day the higher Aar valley is stern and savage 
enough. Of all congenial scenes for the brutalities of 
a battlefield, none could be more appropriate than 
the dark basin of the Grimsel, with nothing above 
but the bleakest of rock, and the most desolate of 
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snowfioklH, and the sullen lake below, cciually i’oa<ly 
to receive French or Austrian c{)rpH<!8. The winter 
aspect of the valley scoins to vary between two polos. 
It can look ghastly as death when the middle air is 
thick with falling snow, just repealing at intervals 
the black Imssos of smoothed clifT that glare fantas¬ 
tically downwards from apparently impassahlo heights, 
whilst below the great gash of the torront-bed looks 
all the more savage from the cakes of thi(!k ice on the 
Ijoulders at the bottom. It presents an asptici wliicli 
by comparison may be called gentle when the winter 
moonlight shows every swell in the continuovrs snow- 
fields that have gagged the torrent and smoothed the 
ruggodness of tlie rocks. But the gorge is scarcely 
cheerful at the host of times, nor can one say that 
the hospice to which it leads is a lively place of resi¬ 
dence for the winter. Buried almost to tho eaves in 
snow, it looks like an eccentric grey rock with 
green shutters. A couple of servants spend their 
time in the kitchen with a dog or two for company, 
and have the consolations of literature in the shape 
of a well-thumbed almanac. Doubtless its assurance 
that time does not actually stand still must often bo 
welcome. The little dribble of commerce, which 
never quite ceases, is represented by a few peasants, 
who may occasionally bo weatherbound long enough 
to make serious inroads on the dry bread and frozen 
ham. Pigs, for some unknown reason, seem to be 
the chief article of exchange, and they squeal 
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emphatic disapproval of their enforced journey. At 
such a point one is hanging on to the extremest verge 
of civilisation. It is the last outpost held by man in 
the dreary regions of frost. One must generally 
reach it by floundering knee-deep, with an occasional 
plunge into deeper drifts through hours of severe 
labour. Here one has got almost to the last term. 
The dream is almost a nightmare. One’s soul is 
sinking into that sleep 

Wlicro the dreamer seems to be 

Weltering through eternity. 

There is hut a fragile link between ourself and 
the outer world. Taking a plunge into deep water, 
the diver has sometimes an uncomfortable feeling, as 
though an insuperable distance intervened between 
himself and the surface. Here one is engulfed in 
abysses of wintry silence. One is overwhelmed and 
drenched with the sense of mountain solitude. And 
yet it is dosirabki to pass yet further, and to feel that 
this flicker of life, feeble as it may be, may yet be a 
place of refuge as the one remaining bond between 
yourself and society. One is but playing at danger; 
but for the moment one can sympathise with the 
Arctic adventurer pushing towards the pole, and 
feeling that the ship which he has left behind is the 
solo basis of his operations. Above the Grimsel rises 
the Galenstock, which, though not one of the 
mightiest giants, is a grand enough peak, and stands 
almost at the central nucleus of the Alps. The head 
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waters of the lihone and the iihine flow from its 
base, and it looks defiantly across a waste of glaciers 
to its groat brethren of the ObeiiaiuL It recalls 
MiltorfB magnificent phrase, *The grc‘ad vinion of the 
gaarded Mount/ hut looks over a noblc!r prospect 
than Bt. Micliaers. Five hours' walk will rea,(ii it in 
suinmer, and it Heenunl that its winter paaiorama 
must be one of the most cluuiui.i'ristic. in the region. 
The accident which frustrated our attc-rnpt gave a 
ta,Kt(5 of that savage nature which seeniH r^-ady to leap 
to life in the winter nunintains. Tlie ferockniB 
ekamvnt of the scenery culmiimted for a few ininuieB, 
which might easily have laaei terrible. 

We had climlK'd higli towards the giant hacldxme 
of the niountain, and a few minufiss woul<l have 
placed UB on the top. Wi5 were in that dim upper 
Btratum, pierced by the nobh^r peaks alone, and our 
next neighbour in one diriaiion was the group of 
Monte Itosa, some sixty miltm away, but softly and 
clearly d(iincd in every detail as an Alpine distance 
alone can be. Suddmdy, witliout a warning or an 
apparent catiBC, the weather changed. The iliin 
wliite flak(‘H ‘whicli had been wandm’ing higli above 
our heads changed suddenly into a broad black veil 
of vapour, dimming 8(|uare leagues of enow with its 
shadows. A few Balmon-eoloured wreatlm that had 
been lingering near the furtbest ranges bad vanished 
between two glancoB at the distance, and in their 
place long trailers of cloud spread tlicmselveB like a 
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network of black cobwebs from the bayonet-point of 
the Weisshorn to the great bastion of the Monte 
Rosa, and seemed to be shooting out mysterious 
fibres, as the spider projects its nets of gossamer. 
Though no formed mass of cloud had showed itself, 
the atmosphere bathing the Oberland peaks rapidly 
lost its transparemey, and changed into a huge blur 
of indefinite gloom. A wind, cold and icy enough, 
had all day been sucked down the broad funnel of the 
Rhone glacier, from the limiting ridges; and the light 
powdery snow along the final parapet of the Gallens- 
back had boon blowing off in regular puffs, suggestive 
of tho steady roll of rifle smoke from the file-firing of 
a battalion in line. Now the wind grew louder and 
shriller ; miniature whirlwinds began to rollick down 
tho stoop gullies, and when one turned towards the 
wind, it seemed as if an ice-cold hand was admini¬ 
stering a sharp blow to tho cheek. In our solitude, 
beyond all possible communication with permanent 
habitation, distant by some hours of walk even from 
our base at tho Grimscl, there was something almost 
terrible in this sudden and ominous awakening of the 
storm spirit. We had ventured into the monster % 
fastness and ho was rousing himself. We depended 
upon the corning moon for our homeward route, and 
the moon would not have much power in the thick 
snowstorm that was apparently about to envelop us. 

Retreat was evidently prudent, and when the dim 
light began to fade we were still climbing that broad- 
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tiackcd iniHcollaiicotiH ridgo or coitj'criefl o! ridgos 
which dividcH the GrimHol from the Ithono glacier. 
In svxminer it is a wildernoss of rocky hmnmocjks and 
boulders, affording shelter to tho most ambitious 
stragglers of tho Alpine rose, and visited by an occa¬ 
sional chamois—a kind of n<!utral ground between the 
kingdom of perpetual snow and the highest paKturcs— 
one of those chaotic misshapen regions which suggest 
the world has not been <pnto finished. In winter, a 
few black rocks alone pcsep through the snowy blanket; 
the hollows become covered pitfalls; and some care 
is required in steering tbrough its intricacies, and 
crossing gullies stiiop enough to suggest a possibility 
of avalanches. Night and storm niiglit make the 
work severe, though there was no danger for men of 
average capacity, and witli first-rate gnidcs. But, 
suddenly and perversely, tho heaviest and strongest 
man of tho party declared himself to bo ill. Ilis logs 
began to totter, and ho expressed a decided approba¬ 
tion of sitting in the abstract. Then, I must confess, 
an uncomfortable vision flitted for a moment through, 
my brain. I did not think of tho spirited description 
of the shepherd, in Thomson, lost in the snow-drifts, 

when, foul and fiowa, 

All winter drives along tho darkatiod air. 

But I did recall a dozen uncomfortable Icgonds^—only 
too authentic—of travellers lost, far nearer to hos¬ 
pitable refuges, in Alpine storms; of that disgusting 
museum of corpses, which the monks are not ashamed 
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to keep for the edification of travellers across the 
St. Bernard; of the English tourists frozen almost 
within reach of safety on the Col du Bonhomme; of 
that poor unknown wanderer, who was found a year 
or two ago in one of the highest chalets of the Val de 
Bagno, having just been able to struggle thither, in 
the winter, with strength enough to write a few words 
on a bit of paper, for the instruction of those who 
would find his body when the spring brought back 
the nomadic inhabitants. Some shadowy anticipation 
suggested itself of a possible newspaper paragraph, 
describing the zeal with which we had argued against 
our friend’s drowsiness, of our brandy giving out, 
and pinches, blows, and kicks gradually succeeding 
to verbal remonstrance. Have not such sad little 
dramas been described in numberless books of travel ? 
But the foreboding was thrown away. Our friend’s 
distress yielded to the simplest of all conceivable 
remedies. A few hunches of bread and cheese 
restored him to a vigour quite excluding even the 
most remote consideration of the propriety of apply¬ 
ing physical force. He was, I believe, the freshest of 
the party when we came once more, as the moonlight 
made its last rally against the gathering storm, in 
sight of the slumbering hospice. It certainly was as 
grim as ever—solitary and gloomy as the hut of an 
Esquimaux, representing an almost presumptuous 
attempt of man to struggle against the intentions of 
nature, which would have bound the whole region in 
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fclie rigidity of totifold torpor. To vm, fro.Hh from atill 
sterner regions, wliero our dreains had begun to bo 
hamited by liorco phantoniH resentful of our intru¬ 
sion, it sconied an embodiment of comfort. It is 
only fair to add that the temporary hermit of tho 
place wolcomod ns as luurrtily as miglit bo to his 
ascetic faro, and did not even regard us as appro¬ 
priate victims of spf’c.ulation. 

After this vision of tho savagoness of winter, I 
would willingly vont.uro one more. <le.sc.ri[ttiou; but I 
have been already too daring, and beyond certain 
limits I admit tho folly of describing tho indescrib¬ 
able. Thoro are sights and sconos, in preHcnco of 
which the doscriber, who must feel himsislf to bo, at 
best, a very poor creature, bcgiits to b(5 se.iisibla that 
be is not only impertinent but profane. I could, of 
course, give a rough catalogue of the beauties of the 
Wongern Alp in winter; a statement of tlie number of 
liours wading in snow across its slopos; a rhapsody 
about the loveliness of peaks seen between tho loaded 
pine-branches, or the marvellous variety of sublimity 
and tender beauty enjoyed in perfect calm of bright 
weather on the dividing ridge. But I refrain. To 
me tho Wongern Alp is a sacred placo^—tho holy of 
holies in tho mountain sanctuary, and tho omotions 
produced when no desecrating influence is present 
and old memories rise up, softened by the sweet sad¬ 
ness of the scenery, belong to that innermost region 
of feeling which I would not, if I could, lay bare. 
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Byron’s exploitation of the scenery becomes a mere 
impertinence; Scott’s simplicity would not have been 
exalted enough; Wordsworth would have seen this 
much of his own image; and Shelley, though he 
could have caught some of the finer sentiments, 
would have half spoilt it by some metaphysical rant. 
The best modern describers cannot shake off their 
moralising or their scientific speculations or their 
desire to be humorous sufficiently to do justice to 
such beauties. A follower in their steps will do well 
to pass by with a simple confession of wonder and 
awe. 

The last glorious vision showed itself as we de¬ 
scended from Lauterbrunnen, in the evening, regret¬ 
ting the neglect of nature to provide men with eyes 
in their backs. The moonlight, reflected from the all- 
enveloping shroud of snow, slept on the lower ridges 
before us, and gave a mysterious beauty to the deep 
gorge of the white Liitschine; but behind us it turned 
the magnificent pyramid of the Jungfrau from base 
to summit into one glowing mass of magical light. 
It was not a single mass—a flat continuous surface, 
as it often appears in the more emphatic lights and 
shades of daytime—but a whole wilderness of peak, 
cliff, and glacier, rising in terrace above terrace and 
pyramid above pyramid, divided by mysterious 
valleys and sliadowy recesses, the forms growing 
more delicate as they rose, till they culminated in the 
grand contrast of the balanced cone of the Silberhorn 
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and the flowing Bwcep of the loftii'Ht crest. A chaos 
of grand forms, it yet suggests some pervading 
design, too subtle to ho understood by mortal vision, 
and scorriing all comparison with earthly architec¬ 
ture. And tho whole was formed, not of vulgar ice 
and eai?th, but of incarnate light. The darkest 
shadow was bright against the faint cliffs of the 
sliadowy gorge, and tho highest light faint enough to 
be woven out of reflectcal moonshine. So excpiisitoly 
modulated, and at once so audacious and so delicate 
in its sumptuous splendours of design, it belonged to 
the dream region, in which we appear to bo inspired 
with supernatural influences. 

But I am verging upon the poetical. Within a 
few hours wo were again struggling for coffee in the 
buffets of railway stations and forgetting all duties, 
pleasures, and human interests amongst tho tum¬ 
bling waves of the ‘ silver streak.’ The winter Alps 
no longer exist. They are but a viHion“-a faint 
memory intruding itself at intervals, when the roar 
of commonplace has an interval of stillnoss. Only, 
if dreams were not at times the best and most solid 
of realities, tho world would be intolerable. 
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CHAPTEE Xra 

THE EEGBETS OP A MOUNTAINBEB 

I HAVE often folt a sympathy, which almost rises to the 
pathetic, when looldng on at a cricket-match or boat- 
race. Something of the emotion with which Gray 
regarded the ‘ distant spires and antique towers ’ rises 
within mo. It is not, indeed, that I feel very deeply 
for the fine ingenuous lads who, as somebody says, 
are about to bo degraded into tricky, selfish Members 
of Parliament. I have seen too much of them. They 
are very fine animals; but they are rather too exclu¬ 
sively animal. The soul is apt to be in too embryonic 
a state within these oases of well-strung bone and 
muscle. It is impossible for a mere athletic machine, 
however finely constructed, to appeal very deeply to 
one’s finer sentiments. I can scarcely look forward 
with even an affectation of sorrow for the time when, 
if more sophisticated, it will at least have made a 
nearer approach to the dignity of an intellectual being. 
It is not the boys who make me feel a touch of sad¬ 
ness ; their approaching elevation to the dignity of 
manhood will raise them on the whole in the scale of 
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luxinanity; it is the older epc'cdatorH wliose aspect has 
in it somothins affecting, Tlio shaky old gentleman, 
who played in the days when it was decidc’dly less 
dangerous to stand up to howling thair to a cannon- 
ball, and who now hohhlos about on rheumatic joints, 
by the help of a stick ; the corpulent older, who rowed 
when boats had gangways dow'ii tlioir middle, and did 
not reipiirc as delicate a balance ns an acrobat’s at the 
top of a living pyramid - thew' are. the porsons whom 
I cannot see without an occasional sigh. They are 
really conscious that thc\y liavo lost something which 
they can never regn.in ; or, if they momontarily forgot 
it, it is even more forcibly impressed ixpon the spec¬ 
tators. To see a rospoc.table old gmithnnan of sixty, 
weighing some fifi.e.(‘n stone, suddojily forgot a tliird of 
his weight and two-tliirds of his years, and attempt to 
caper like a boy, is indeed a startling plumomenon. 
To the tbonghth.'ss, it may bo simply comic; but, 
without being a Jiujues, one may contrive also to 
suck some nuilancholy out of it. 

Now, as I have never caught a cricket-ball, and, 
on the contrary, have ciuight numerous crabs in my 
life, the sympathy which I fool for these declining 
athletes is not duo to any groat personal interest in 
the matter. But I have long anticipatxid that a similar 
day would come for mo, when 1. should no longer be 
able to pursue my favouritex sport of mountaiucoring. 
Some day I should find that the ascent of a zigzag 
was as bad as a performance on tlie treadmill; that T 
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could not look over a precipice without a swimming 
in the head ; and that I could no more jump a cre¬ 
vasse than the Thames at Westminster. None of 
these things have come to pass. So far as I know, 
my physical powers are still equal to the ascent of 
Mont Blanc or the Jungfrau. But I am no less effect 
tually debarred—it matters not how—from moun. 
taineering. I wander at the foot of the gigantic Alps, 
and look up longingly to the summits, which are 
apparently so near, and yet know that they are 
divided from me by an impassable gulf. In some 
missionary work 1 have read that certain South Sea 
Islanders believed in a future paradise where the good 
should go on eating for ever with insatiable appetites 
at an inexhaustible banquet. They were to continue 
tluiir eternal dinner in a house with open wickerwork 
sides; and it was to bo the punishment of the danmed 
to crawl outside in perpetual hunger and look in 
through the chinks as little boys look in through the 
windows of a Lorrdon cookshop. With similar feelings 
I lately watched through a telescope the small black 
dots, which were really men, creeping up the high 
Hanks of Mont Blanc or Monte Eosa. The eternal 
snows represented for me the Blysian fields, into which 
entrance was sternly forbidden, and I lingered about 
the spot with a mixture of pleasure and pain, in the 
envious contemplation of my more fortunate com¬ 
panions. 

I know there are those who will receive these 
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assertions with civil incrcHluIity. Some pers<ni8 assume 
that every pleasure with wliich they cannot sympathise 
is necessarily affectation, and hold, as a particular case 
of that doctrine, that Alpine travellers risk their lives 
merely from fashion or desire of notoriety. Others 
are kind enough to admit that there is something 
genuine in the passion, but put it on a level with 
the passion for climbing greased poles. They think 
it derogatory to the due dignity of Mont Blanc that 
he should be used as a greased pole, and assure us 
that the true pleasures of the Alps are those which 
are within reach of the. old and the invalids, who can 
only creep about villages and along high-roads. I 
cannot well argue with such detractors from what I 
consider a noble sport. As for the tirst class, it is 
reduced almost to a (luestion of voracity. 1 say that 
I enjoy being on the, lop of a mountain, or, indeed, 
halfway up a mountain ; that climbing is a iileasuro 
to me, and would be so if no one else climbed atid no 
one ever heard of my climbing. They reply that they 
don’t believe it. No more argument is possible than 
if I were to say that I liked eating olives, and some 
one asserted tliat I really oat them only out of aff(ic- 
tation, Mj' reply would bo simply to go on eating 
olives ; and I hope the reply of mountaineers will ho 
to go on climbing Alps. The other assault is more 
hitelligible. Our critics admit that we have a pleasure; 
but assert that it is a puerile pleasure -that it leads 
to an irreverent view of mountain beauty, and to over- 
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siglit of that which should really most impress a refined 
and noble mind. To this I shall only make such an 
indirect reply as may result from a frank confession 
of my own regrets at giving up the climbing business 
—perhaps for ever. I am sinking, so to speak, from 
the butterfly to the caterpillar stage, and, if the creep¬ 
ing thing is really the highest of the two, it will appear 
that there is something in the substance of my lamen¬ 
tations unworthy of an intellectual being. Let me 
try. By way of preface, however, I admit that moun¬ 
taineering, in my sense of the word, is a sport. It is 
a sport which, like fishing or shooting, brings one into 
contact with the sublimest aspects of nature; and, 
witliout sotting their enjoyment before one as an 
ultimate end or aim, helps one indirectly to absorb 
and bo penetrated by their influence. Still it is strictly 
a sport—as strictly as cricket, or rowing, or knurr and 
spell— and I have no wish to place it on a different 
footing. The game is won when a mountain-top is 
reached in spite of difficulties; it is lost when one is 
forced to retreat; and, whether won or lost, it calls 
into play a groat variety of physical and intellectual 
energies, and gives the pleasure which always accom¬ 
panies an energetic use of our faculties. Still it 
suffers in some degree from this undeniable charac¬ 
teristic, and especially from the tinge which has con¬ 
sequently boon communicated to narratives of moun¬ 
tain adventures. There are two ways which have 
been appropriated to the description of all sporting 
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exploits. One is to indulf'o in fine writing about 
tiiem, to burst out in soutoiuios which swell to para¬ 
graphs, and in paragi’aphs which spread over pages; 
to plunge into o(’.stasioa about infinite’, altysseis and 
overpowering splendours, to compare mountains to 
archangels lying down in eternal winding-sheets of 
snow, and to convert thorn into allegories about man’s 
highest destinies and aspirations. This is good when 
it is well done. Mr. Iluskin lias eovered tlie, Matter¬ 
horn, for example, with a whole web of poetical 
associations, in binguago which, to a K(!ver<> taHt<',, is 
perhaps a trifle loo fine, tlumgh ho has done it with 
an elotpionce which Ins bitterest antagonists must 
freely acknowledge. Yot most humble writers will 
fool that if they try to imitate Mr. Uuskin's olo((U(!nco 
they will pay tho penalty of hec.oming riduudous. 
It is not every oius who can with im])unity compare 
Alps to archangels. Tall talk is luckily an object of 
suspicion to Englishmen, and conHe.qu(!utly most 
writers, and especially those who frankly adopt the 
sporting view of the niotmtains, a<lopt tho opposite 
scheme; they affect sonudhing liko cynicism; they 
mix descriptions of scenery with allnsions to lloas or 
to bitter boor; they sbrink with the prevailing dread 
of Englishmon from tlu>. danger of overstepping tho 
limits of the sublime into its proverbial opposite; and 
they humbly try to amuse us heeauso they can’t strike 
us with awe. This, too, if I may venture to say so, is 
good in its way and place; and it soeins rather hard 
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to these luckless writers when people assume that,' 
because they make jokes on a mountain, they are 
necessarily insensible to its awful sublimities. A 
sense of humour is not incompatible with imaginative 
sensibility; and even Wordsworth might have been 
an equally powerful prophet of nature if he could 
sometimes have descended from his stilts. In short, 
a man may worship mountains, and yet have a quiet 
joke with them when he is wandering all day in their 
tromondouH solitudes. 

Joking, however, is, it must be admitted, a dan¬ 
gerous habit. I freely avow that, in my humble con¬ 
tributions to Alpine literature, I have myself made 
some very poor and very unseasonable witticisms. I 
confess my error, and only wish that I had no worse 
errors to confess. Still I think that the poor little 
jokes in whicli wo mountaineers sometimes indulge 
have been made liable to rather harsh constructions. 
Wo arc accused, in downright earnest, not merely of 
being flippant, but of an arrogant contempt for all 
persons whoso logs are not as strong as our own. We 
are supposed seriously to wrap ourselves m our own 
conceit, and to brag intolerably of our exploits. Now 
I will not say that no mountaineer ever swaggers: 
the quality called by the vulgar ‘bounce’ is unluckily 
confined to no profession. Certainly I have seen a 
man intolerably vain because he could raise a hundred¬ 
weight with his little finger; and I dare say that the 
• champion bill-poster,’ whose name is advertised on 
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the -walls of this mctroitolis, thhiks exccllcticc in bill¬ 
posting the highest virtue of a citizen. So some men 
may be silly enough to brag in all soriousuess about 
mountain exploits. However, most lads of twenty 
learn that it is silly t(» give themselves airs about 
more muscular ominoiico; and especially is this true 
of Alpine exploits - first, beeauso they reiiuiro loss 
physical prowess than almost any other sport, and 
secondly, because a good amateur still finds himself 
the hopolesH inferior of half the Alpine peasants whom 
ho sees. You cannot bo very conceited about a game 
in which the first clodhopper you moot can give you 
ton minutes’ start in an hour. Still a man writing 
in a humorous vein naturally adopts a certain 
bumptious tone, just as our friend ‘ I’unch ’ ostenta¬ 
tiously declares himself to be omniseiimt and infallible. 
Nobody takes him at his word, or supposes that tho 
editor of ‘ Punch ’ is really the most conceited man in 
all England. Hut wo poor mountaineers aro occa¬ 
sionally fixed with our own careless talk by some 
outsider who is not in tho secret. We know ourselves 
to bo a small sect, and to be often laughed at; we 
reply by assuming tliat wo aro the salt of the earth, 
and that our amusement is tho first and noblest of all 
amusements. Our only retort to tho good-humoured 
ridicule with which wo aro occasionally treated is to 
adopt an affected strut, and to carry it off as if we 
were the finest follows in tho world. Wo make a 
boast of our shame, and say, if you laugh we must 
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crow. But we don’t really mean anything: if we 
did, the only word which the English language would 
afford wherewith to describe us would be the very 
unpleasant antithesis to wise men, and certainly I 
hold that wo have the average amount of common 
sense. When, therefore, I see us taken to task for 
swaggering, I think it a trifle hard that this merely 
playful affectation of superiority should be made a 
serious fault. For the future I would promise to be 
careful, if it were worth avoiding the misunderstand¬ 
ing of men who won’t take a joke. Meanwhile, I can 
only state that when Alpine travellers indulge in a 
little swagger about their own performances and other 
people’s incapiieity, they don’t mean more than an 
infinitoHiinal fraction of what they say, and that they 
know perfectly wcdl that when history comes to pro¬ 
nounce a final judgment upon the men of the time, it 
won’t put mountain-climbing on a level with patriot¬ 
ism, or oven with excellence in the fine arts. 

Tho reproach of real hon& fide arrogance is, so 
far as I know,' very little true of Alpine travellers. 
With tho exception of the necessary fringe hanging 
on to every sot of human beings—consisting of per¬ 
sons whose heads are weaker than their legs— 
the mountaineer, so far as my experience has gone, 
is generally modest enough. Perhaps he some¬ 
times flaunts his ice-axes and ropes a little too much 
before the public eye at Chamonix, as a yachts¬ 
man occasionally flourishes his nautical costume at 
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Cowes; but the fault ina,y ho pardoned by those not 
inexorable to human weaknesses. This oinnion, I 
know, cuts at the root of the most poijular theory as 
to our ruling passion. If we do not climb tho Alps 
to gain notoriety, for what purpose can wo possibly 
climb them ? That same unlucky trick of joking is 
taken to indi(;ate that wo don’t care much about tho 
scenery; for who, willi a really suBceptible soul, could 
bo facetious under tho cliffs of Jungfrau or the ghastly 
precipices of tlio Matterhorn ? Hence people who 
kindly cxcuso us from tho blame of notori(jty-hunting 
generally accept tho ‘ greased-polo ’ theory. We are, 
it seems, overgrown schoollioys, who, like other school¬ 
boys, enjoy being in dirt, a,ml danger, and mischief, 
and have as miudi sensibility for natural beauty as 
tho mountain mules. And against this, as a more 
serious complaint, 1 wish to luako my feeble protest, 
in order that my lamentations, on quitting the pro¬ 
fession may not scorn unworthy of a thinking being. 

Lot mo try to recall some of the impressions which 
mountaino(jring has left with mo, and soo whether they 
throw any light upon tho subject. As I gaze at the 
huge cliffs whore I may no longer wander, I find 
innumerable rocolloctions arise—some of them dim, 
as though belonging to a past existence ; and some so 
brilliant that I can scarcely realise my exclusion from 
tho scenes to which they belong. I am standing at 
the foot of what, to my mind, is the most glorious of 
all Alpine wonders—the huge Oborland precipice, on 
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the slopes of the Faulhorn or the Wengern Alp. In- 
uumerahle tourists have done all that tourists can do 
to cocknify (if that is the right derivative from cock¬ 
ney) the scenery; hut, like the Pyramids or a Gothic 
cathedral, it throws off the taint of vulgarity by its 
imperishable majesty. Even on turf strewn with 
sandwich-papers and empty bottles, even in the pre¬ 
sence of hideous peasant-women singing ‘ Stand-er 
auf ’ for live centimes, we cannot but feel the influence 
of Alpine beauty. 'When the sunlight is dying off 
the snows, or the full moon lighting them up with 
ethereal tints, even sandwich-papers and singing 
women may be forgotten. How does the memory of 
Hcramblos along snow arStes, of plunges—luckily not 
too deep—into crevasses, of toil through long snow- 
lields, towards a refuge that seemed to recede as 
we advanced—where, to quote Tennyson with due 
alteration, to the traveller toiling in immeasurable 
snow— 

Sown in a wrinkle of the monstrous hill 

Tho cliillot sparkles like a grain of salt;— 

how do such memories as these harmonise with the 
senso of suporlative sublimity ? 

One elomont of mountain beauty is, we shall all 
admit, their vast size and steepness. That a moun¬ 
tain is very big, and is faced by perpendicular walls 
of rock, is the first thing which strikes everybody, and 
is the whole essence and outcome of a vast quantity 
of poetical description. Hence the first condition 
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towards a duo appreciation of mountain scenery is that 
these qualities should ho impressed upon the imagina¬ 
tion. The more dry statement that a tnouutain is so 
many feet in vertical height above the sea., and con¬ 
tains so many tons of granite, is nothing. Mont 
Blanc is about three milos high. What of that? 
Three miles is an hour’s walk for a lady— an eighteen- 
penny cab-faro - the distance from Hyde Park Corner 
to the Bank—an expross train could do it in throe 
minutes, or a racehorse in five. It is a measuro 
which we have learnt to despise, looking at it from 
a horizontal point of view; and accordingly most 
persons, on seeing the Alps for the first time, guess 
them to ho higher, as measured in feet, than they 
really are. What, indeed, is tlic use of giving mea¬ 
sures in feet to any but the scientific mind ? Who 
cares whether the moon is ‘250,000 or 2,600,000 miles 
distant? Mathematicians try to impress upon us 
that the distance of the fixed stars is only expressible 
by a row of figures which stretches across a page; 
suppose it stretched across two or across a dozen 
pages, sliould wo bo any the wiser, or have, in tho 
least degree, a clearer notion of tho superlative dis¬ 
tances ? We civilly say, ‘ Dear mo ! ’ wlion tho astro¬ 
nomer looks to us for tho appropriate stare, but wo 
only say it with tho mouth; internally our remark is, 
‘ You might as well have multiplied by a few more 
millions whilst you wore about it.’ Even astronomers, 
though not a specially imaginative race, feel the im- 
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potonce of figures, and try to give us some measure 
which the mind can grasp a little more conveniently. 
They tell us about the cannon-ball which might have 
been flying ever since the time of Adam, and not yet 
have reached the heavenly body, or about the stars 
which may not yet have become visible, though the 
light has boon flying to us at a rate inconceivable by 
the mind for an inconceivable number of years; and 
they succeed in producing a bewildering and giddy 
sensation, although the numbers are too vast to admit 
of any accurate apprehension. 

We feel a similar need in the case of mountains. 
BosidcB the bare statement of figures, it is necessary 
to have some means for grasping the meaning of the 
figures. The bare tens and thousands must be clothed 
with some concrete images. The statement that a 
mountain is 15,000 feet high is, by itself, little more 
impressive than that it is 3,000; we want something 
more before wo can mentally compare Mont Blanc and 
SnoAvdon. Indeed, the same people who guess of a 
mountain’s height at a number of feet much exceeding 
the reality, show, when they are cross-examined, that 
they fail to appreciate in any tolerable degree the real 
moaning of the figures. An old lady one day, about 
11 A.M., proposed to walk from the iBggischhorn to 
the Jungfrau-Jocb, and to return for luncheon—the 
distance being a good twelve hours’journey for trained 
mountaineers. Every detail of which the huge mass 
is composed is certain to be underestimated. A 
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gentleman the other day pointed out to me a gratid 
ice-cliff at the end of a hanging glacier, whicli must 
have been at Icatit 100 feet high, and asked mo 
■whether that snow was three feet deep. Nothing is 
more common than for tourists to mistake some huge 
pinnacle of rock, as big as a church tower, for a 
traveller. The rocks of the Grands Mulcts, in one 
corner of which the chalet is hidden, are often identi¬ 
fied with a party ascending Mont Blanc; and I have 
seen boulders as bigas a house pointcnl out confidently 
as chamois. I’eoirlo who make tlu’so bhmdors must 
evidently see the mountains as mere toys, however 
many feet they may give them at a random guess, 
Hugo overhatiging cliiTs are to them steps within the 
roach of human legs ; yawning crtivasscis are ditches 
to 1)0 jumped; aud foaming wahuffalls are like streams 
from penny squirts. Everyone knows tho avalanches 
on tho Jungfrau, and tho curiously disproportionate 
appoarance of the little puffs of white smoko, which 
arc said to bo tho cause of tho thunder; but tho dis¬ 
proportion ceases to an oyo that has learnt really to 
moasuro distance, and to know that these amolce-puffs 
represent a cataract of crashing blocks of ice. 

Now tho first merit of mountaineering is that it 
enahloB one to have what theologians would call an 
experimental faith in tho size of mountains - to sub- 
stituto a real living belief for a dead intellectual assent. 
It enables one, first, to assign something like its true 
magnitude to a rock or a snow-slope; and, secondly, 
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to measure that magnitude in terms of muscular 
exertion instead of bare mathematical units. Suppose 
that we are standing upon theWengern Alp ; between 
the Monch and the Eiger there stretches a round 
white bank, with a curved outline, which we may 
roughly compare to the back of one of Sir E. Land¬ 
seer’s lions. The ordinary tourists—the old man, 
the woman, or the cripple, who are supposed to 
appreciate the real beauties of Alpme scenery—may 
look at it comfortably from their hotel. They may 
sec its graceful curve, the long straight lines that are 
ruled in delicate shading down its sides, and the con¬ 
trast of tho blinding white snow with the dark blue 
sky above; but they will probably guess it to be a 
mere bank—a snowdrift, perhaps, which has been 
piled by tho last storm. If you pointed out to them 
one of tho great rocky teeth that projected from its 
Hunnnit, and said that it was a guide, they would 
probably remark that ho looked very small, and would 
fancy that ho could jump over the bank with an effort, 
Now a mountaineer knows, to begin with, that it is a 
inaHsivo rocky rib, covered with snow, lymg at a sharp 
angle, and varying perhaps from 500 to 1,000 feet in 
height. So far ho might be accompanied by men of 
less soaring ambition; by an engineer who had been 
mapping the country, or an artist who had been care¬ 
fully observing the mountains from then- bases. They 
might learn in time to interpret correctly the real 
meaning of shapes at which the uninitiated guess at 
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random. But the mountaineer can go a Htep further, 
and it is the next step whidi gives the real significance 
to those delicate curves and lines. lie can translate 
the 600 or 1,000 feet of snow-slopo into a more 
tangible unit of measurement. To him, perhaps, they 
recall the memory of a toilsome ascent, the sun beat¬ 
ing on his head for five or six hours, the snow re¬ 
turning the glare with still more parching <‘ffect; a 
stalwart guido toiling all the weary time, cutting steps 
in hard blue ice, tho fragments hissing and spinning 
down the long straight grooves in the froxon snow 
till they lost thomsolves in tho yawning chasm lielow ; 
and step after stop taken along the slippery staircase, 
till at length he triumphantly sprang upon the summit 
of tho tremendous wall that no human foot had scaled 
before. Tho little black knobs that rise above tho 
edge represent for him huge impassable rocks, sinking 
on one side in scarped slippery surfaces towards the 
snowficld, and on tho other stooping in one tremendous 
cliff to a distorted glacier thousands of feet below. 
Tho faint blue line across tho upper novd, scarcely 
distinguishable to the eye, represents to one observer 
nothing but a trifling undulation ; a second, iierhaps, 
knows that it moans a crevasse; the mountaineer 
remembers that it is tliie top of a huge chasm, thirty 
feet across, and perhaps ten timos as deep, with per¬ 
pendicular sides of glimmering blue ice, and fringed 
by thick rows of enormous pendent icicles. Tho marks 
that are scored in delicate lines, such as might be 
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ruled by a diamond on glass, have been cut by in¬ 
numerable streams trickling in hot weather from the 
everlasting snow, or ploughed by succeeding avalanches 
that have slipped from the huge upper snowflelds 
above. In short, there is no insignificant line or 
mark that has not its memory or its indication of 
the strange phenomena of the upper world. True, 
the same picture is painted upon the retina of all 
classes of observers; and so Person and a schoolboy 
and a peasant might receive the same physical im¬ 
pression from a set of black and white marks on the 
page of a Greek play; but to one they would be an in¬ 
coherent conglomeration of unmeaning and capricious 
linos, to another they would represent certain sounds 
more or loss corresponding to some Engliafi words; 
whilst to the scholar they would reveal some of the 
noblest poetry in the world, and all the associations of 
successful intellectual labour. I do not say that the 
diffcrcirce is quite so great in the ease of the mountains; 
still I am certain that no one can decipher the natural 
writing on the face of a snow-slope or a precipice who 
has not wandered amongst their recesses, and learnt 
by slow experience what is indicated by marks which 
an ignorant observer would scarcely notice. True, 
oven one who sees a mountain for the first time may 
know that, as a matter of fact, a scar on the face of a 
cliff means, for example, a recent fall of a rock; but 
between the bare knowledge and the acquaintance with 
all which that knowledge implies—the thunder of the 
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fall, the crash of the smaller fragments, the bounding 
energy of the descending mass—there is almost as 
much difference a.s between hearing that a battle has 
been fought and being present at it yourself. We 
have all read descriptions of Waterloo till wo arc sick 
of the subject; but I imagine that our emotions on 
seeing the shattt'red well of nougomont arc very 
inferior to those of one of the Guard who should 
revisit the place whero ho held out for a long day 
against the assaults of the B’rcme.h army. 

Now to an old mountainoor tlio Ohorland cliffs are 
full of memories; and, more than this, ho has learnt 
the language spoken by every crag and every wave of 
glacier. It is strange if they do not alYoot him rather 
more powiirfully than tho casual visitor who has never 
lioen initiated by practical csperience into their difli- 
culties. To him, the huge buttress which runs down 
from the Moneli is something more tlian an irregular 
pyramid, purple with white patches at tho bottom aTid 
pure white at tho top. lie iills up the hare outline 
supplied by the senses with a thousand lively image's. 
He sees tier above tier of rock, rising in a gradually 
ascending scale of dilliculty, covered at first by long 
lines of tho debris that have boon splintered by frost 
from the higher wall, and afterwards rising bare and 
black and threatening. Ho knows instinctively which 
of tho ledges has a dangerous look —where such a 
bold mountaineer as John Lauenor might slip on the 
polished surface, or he in danger of an avalanche from 
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above. He sees the little shell-like swelling at the 
foot of the glacier crawling down the steep slope 
above, and knows that it means an almost inaccessible 
wall of ice; and the steep snowfields that rise towards 
the summit are suggestive of something very different 
from the picture which might have existed in the 
mind of a German student, who once asked me 
whether it was possible to make the ascent on a 
mule. 

Hence, if mountains owe their influence upon the 
imagination in a great degree to their size and steep¬ 
ness, and apparent inaccessibility—as no one can 
doubt that they do, whatever may be the explanation 
of the fact that people like to look at big, steep, inac¬ 
cessible objects—the advantages of the mountaineer 
are obvious. He can measure those quahties on a 
very different scale from the ordinary traveller. He 
measures the size, not by the vague abstract term of 
HO many thousand feet, but by the hours of labour, 
divided into minutes—each separately felt—of strenu¬ 
ous muscular exertion. The steepness is not expressed 
in degrees, but by the memory of the sensation pro¬ 
duced when a snow-slope seems to be rising up and 
smiting you in the face; when, far away from all 
human help, you are clinging like a fly to the slippery 
side of a mighty pinnacle in mid air. And as for the 
inaccessibility, no one can measure the difficulty of 
climbing a hill who has not wearied his muscles and 
brain in struggling against the opposing obstacles. 
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Alpine travt^llerH, it is Siiid, have rcinovod the 
romance from the mountains by climbing thorn. 
What they have really done is to prove that there 
exists a narrow line by which a way may be found to 
the top of any given mountain; but the (due loads 
through inmimeral)lG inaccca.sibilitie8 ; true, you can 
follow one path, but to right and hift arc cliffs 
which no human foot will ever tread, and whoso 
terrors can only ho realiscsd when you are in their 
immediate neighbourhood. The cliffs of tlio Matter¬ 
horn do not bar the way to the top effectually, l)ut it 
is only by forcing a passage through them that you 
cati really appreciate their terrible Hignificaneo. 

Honco I say that the qualitios whi<!h strike 
every sensitive observer are impreH8<!d upon the 
mountaineer with hmfold force and intemsity. If he 
is as accessible to poetical influences as his neigh¬ 
bours—and I don’t know why he should 1 h! less so— 
he has opened now avenues of access between the 
scenery and his mind. Ho has learnt a language 
which is but partially revealed to ordinary men. An 
artist is superior to an unlearned picturci-socr, not 
merely because ho has greater natural sensibility, but 
because ho has improved it by methodical exi)crit!nco; 
because his senses have boon sharpened by constant 
practice, till ho can catch liner shades of colouring, 
and more delicate inflexions of line; because, also, 
the lines and colours have acquired new significance, 
and been associated with a thousand thoughts with 
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which the mass of mankind has never cared to 
connect them. The mountaineer is improved by a 
similar process. But I know some sceptical critics 
will ask, does not the way in which he is accustomed 
to regard mountains rather deaden their poetical in¬ 
fluence ? Doesn’t he come to look at them as mere 
instruments of sport, and overlook their more spiritual 
teaching ? Does not all the excitement of personal 
adventure and the noisy apparatus of guides, and 
ropes, and axes, and tobacco, and the fun of climbing, 
rather dull his perceptions and incapacitate him from 
perceiving 

The silence that is in the starry sky, 

The sleep that is among the lonely hills ? 

Well, I have known some stupid and unpoetieal moun¬ 
taineers; and, since I have been dismounted from 
my favourite hobby, I think I have met some similar 
specimens among the humbler class of tourists. 
There are persons, I fancy, who ‘ do ’ the Alps; who 
look upon the Lake of Lucerne as one more task ticked 
off from their memorandum book, and count up the 
list of summits visible from the Gornergrat without 
being penetrated with any keen sense of sublimity. 
And there are mountaineers who are capable of 
making a pun on the top of Mont Blanc—and capable 
of nothing more. Still I venture to deny that even 
punning is incompatible with poetry, or that those 
who make the pun can have no deeper feeling in their 
bosoms which they are perhaps too shamefaced to utter. 
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The fact is that that wliich gives its inexpressible 
charm to mountaineering is the incessant series of 
exquisite natural scemes, which are for the most part 
enjoyed by the mountaineer alone. Tins is, I am 
aware, a round assertion ; but I will try to support it 
by a few of the visions which are rta-alled to mo by 
these Oberland cliffs, and which I have seen profoundly 
enjoyed by men wlio perhaps never mentioned them 
again, and probably in describing thc\ir adventures 
scrupulously avoided the danger of being sentimental. 

Thus cveu'y traveller has occasionally done a sun¬ 
rise, and a more lamentable proceeding than the 
ordinary view of a sunrise can hardly be imagined. 
You are cold, misorabh^, breakfasthiss; have risen 
shivering from a warm bed, and in your heart long only 
to creep into bod again. To the mountaine<‘r all this 
is cluuiged. lie is beginning a day full of tin; anticiiia- 
tion of a pleasant excitement. Ho has, perhaps, been 
waiting anxiously for fine weather, to try conclusions 
with some Imge. giant not yet scaled. ITo moves out 
with something of the hading with which a soldier 
goes to the assault of a fortress, but without the same 
probability of coming homo in fragments ; tlui danger 
is trifling enough to lie me.rely exhilatory, and to give 
a pleasant tension to the nerves; his musedes fend 
firm and springy, and his stomach—no small advan¬ 
tage to the enjoyment of scenery—is in excellent 
order. He looks at the sparkling stars with keen 
satisfaction, prepared to enjoy a fine sunrise with all 
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his faculties at their best, and with the added pleasure 
of a good omen for his day’s work. Then a huge 
dark mass begins to mould itself slowly out of the 
darkness, the sky begins to form a background of 
deep purple, against which the outline becomes 
gradually more definite; one by one, the peaks catch 
the exquisite Alpine glow, lighting up in rapid suc¬ 
cession, like a vast illumination; and when at last 
the steady sunlight settles upon them, and shows 
every rock and glacier, without even a delicate film of 
mist to obscure them, he feels his heart bound, and 
steps out gaily to the assault—^just as the people on 
the Eigi are giving thanks that the show is over and 
that they may go to bed. Still grander is the sight 
when the mountaineer has already reached some lofty 
ridge, and, as the sun rises, stands between the day 
and the night—the valley still in deep sleep, with the 
mists lying between the folds of the hills, and the 
snow-peaks standing out clear and pale white just 
before the sun reaches them, whilst a broad band of 
orange light runs all round the vast horizon. The 
glory of sunsets is equally increased in the thin upper 
air. The grandest of all such sights that live in my 
memory is that of a sunset from the Aiguille du G-oute. 
The snow at our feet was glowing with rich light, and 
the shadows in our footsteps a vivid green by the con¬ 
trast. Beneath us was a vast horizontal floor of thin 
level mists suspended in mid air, spread like a canopy 
over the whole boundless landscape, and tmged with 
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every liuo of sunfiet. Through its rents and gaps we 
cottld see the lower mountains, the distant plains, and 
a fragment of the Lake of Geneva lying in a more 
sober purple. Above us rose the solemn mass of 
Mont Blanc in the richest glow of an Alpine sunset. 
The sense of lonely sublimity was almost oppressive, 
and although lialf our party was suffering from sic.k- 
ness, I believe even tlie guides were moved to a sense 
of solemn beauty. 

These grand scenic effects are occasionally seen 
by ordinary travellers, though the ordiimry traveller 
is for the most part out of temper at 3 a.m. The 
mountaineer can enjoy them, both becaust! his frame 
of mind is properly trained to recenve tin; natural 
beauty, and because ho alone sees them with their 
best accessories, amidst the sihmeo of the eternal 
snow, and the vast panoramas visible from the loftier 
summits. And he has a similar advantage in most 
of the great natural phenomena of the cloud and the 
sunshine. No sight in tlie Alps is more imprfissivo 
than the huge rocks of a black precipice suddenly 
frowning out through the chasms of a storm-cloud. 
But grand as such a sight may ho from the safe 
verandahs of the inn at Grindolwald, it is far grander 
in the silence of the Central Alps amongst the savage 
wilderness of rock and snow. Another characteristic 
effect of the High Alps often presents itself when one 
has been climbing for two or throe hours, with nothing 
in sight but the varying wreaths of mist that chased 
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each other monotonously along the rocky ribs up 
whose snow-covered backbone we were laboriously 
fighting our way. Suddenly there is a puff of wind, 
and looking round we find that we have in an instant 
pierced the clouds, and emerged, as it were, on the 
surface of the ocean of vapour. Beneath us stretches 
for hundreds of miles the level fleecy floor, and above 
us shines out clear in the eternal sunshine every 
mountain, from Mont Blanc to Monte Eosa and the 
Jungfrau. What, again, in the lower regions, can 
equal the mysterious charm of gazing from the edge 
of a torn rocky parapet into an apparently fathomless 
abyss, whore nothing but what an Alpine traveller 
calls a ‘ strange formless wreathing of vapour ’ indi¬ 
cates the storm-wind that is raging below us ? I 
might go on indefinitely recalling the strangely im¬ 
pressive scenes that frequently startle the traveller in 
the waste upper world ; but language is feeble indeed 
to convey even a glimmering of what is to be seen to 
those who have not seen it for themselves, whilst to 
them it can be little more than a peg upon which to 
hang their own recollections. These glories, in which 
the mountain Spirit reveals himself to his true wor¬ 
shippers, are only to be gained by the appropriate 
service of climbing—at some risk, though a very 
trifling risk, if he is approached with due form and 
ceremony—into the furthest recesses of his shrines. 
And without seeing them, I maintain that no man 
has really seen the Alps. 
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The difference between the exoteric and the 
esoteric school of mountaineers may be indicated by 
their different view of glaciers. At Grindelwald, for 
example, it is the fashion to go and ‘ see the glaciers ’ 
—heaven save the mark! Ladies in costumes, heavy 
German professors, Americans doing the Alps at a 
gallop, Cook’s tourists, and other varieties of a well- 
known genus, go off in shoals and see—what? A 
gigantic mass of ice, strangely torn with a few of the 
exquisite blue crevasses, but defiled and prostrate in 
dirt and ruins. A stream foul with mud oozes out 
from the base; the whole mass seems to be melting 
fast away; the summer sun has evidently got the 
best of it in these lower regions, and nothing can 
resist him but the great mounds of decaying rock that 
strew the surface in confused lumps. It is as much like 
the glacier of the upper regions as the melting frag¬ 
ments of snow in a London street are like the surface 
of the fresh snow that has just fallen in a country field. 
And by way of improving its attractions a perpetual 
picnic is going on, and the ingenious natives have 
hewed a tunnel into the ice, for admission to which 
they charge certain centimes. The unlucky glacier 
reminds me at his latter end of a wretched whale 
stranded on a beach, dissolving into masses of 
blubber, and hacked by remorseless fishermen, 
instead of plunging at his ease in the deep blue 
water. Far above, where the glacier begins his 
course, he is seen only by the true mountaineer. 
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There are vast amphitheatres of pure snow, of which 
the glacier known to tourists is merely the insig¬ 
nificant drainage, but whose very existence they do 
not generally suspect. They are utterly ignorant 
that from the top of the icefall which they visit 
you may walk for hours on the eternal ice. After 
a long climb you come to the region where the 
glacier is truly at its noblest; where the surface is a 
spotless white; where the crevasses are enormous 
rents sinking to profound depths, with walls of the 
purest blue; where the glacier is torn and shat¬ 
tered by the energetic forces which mould it, but 
has an expression of superabundant power, like a 
full stream fretting against its banks and plunging 
through the vast gorges that it has hewn for itself in 
the course of centuries. The bases of the moun¬ 
tains are immersed in a deluge of coekneyism—fortu¬ 
nately a shallow deluge—whilst their summits rise high 
into tho bracing air, where everything is pure and 
poetical. 

The difference which I have thus endeavoured to 
indicate is more or less traceable in a wider sense. 
Tho mountains are exquisitely beautiful, indeed, from 
whatever points of view we contemplate them; and 
the mountaineer would lose much if he never saw the 
beauties of the lower valleys, of pasturages deep in 
(lowers, and dark pine-forests with the summits 
shining from far off between the stems. Only, as it 
Boems to me, he has the exclusive prerogative of 
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thoroughly enjoying one—and tluit the mo.st charac¬ 
teristic, though by no nieaiiB only, elenicnt of the 
scenery. There may ho a very good dinner spread 
before twenty people; but if nineteen of tliem were 
teetotalers, and the twentietli dratdt his wine like a 
man, he would bo the only one to do it full jtistice; 
the others might praise tlie meat or the fruits, but 
ho would alone enjoy the champagiu;; and in tlie 
great feast which Nature spi'oads before us (a stoede 
metaphor, winch emboldens mo to make the coni- 
parison), the high motmtain sceiuoy acts the part of 
the champagne. Unluckily, too, tlus teetotalers arts 
very apt, in this case also, to sit in judgment upon 
tlieir more adventurous lujighbours. Tlspccially are 
tliey pleased to carp at the views from high summits. 
I have been constantly asked, with a covert sneer, 
‘ Did it repay you f ’—a question wliicli involves the 
assumption that one wants to ho r<!paid, as though 
the labour were not itself part of the ploasuro, and 
which implies a doubt that the view is really enjoy¬ 
able. I*eople are always demonstrating that the 
lower views are the most beautiful; and at tins 
same time complaining that mountaineers frecjuently 
turn back without looking at the view from the top, 
as though that would necessarily imply that they 
cared nothing for scenery. In opposition to which I 
must first remark that, as a rule, every stop of an 
ascent has a beauty of its own, which one is quietly 
absorbing even when one is not directly making 
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it a subject of contemplation, and that the view 
from the top is generally the crowning glory of the 
whole. 

It will be enough if I conclude with an attempt to 
illustrate this last assertion: and I will do it by still 
referring to the Oberland. Every visitor with a soul 
for the beautiful admires the noble form of the Wetter- 
horn—the lofty snow-crowned pyramid rising in such 
light and yet massive lines from its huge basement of 
perpendicular cliffs. The Wetterhorn has, however, 
a further merit. To my mind—and I believe most 
connoisseurs of mountain tops agree with me—it is 
one of the most impressive summits in the Alps. It 
is not a sharp pinnacle like the Weisshorn, or a 
cupola like Mont Blanc, or a grand rocky tooth like 
the Monte Eosa, but a long and nearly horizontal 
knife-edge, which, as seen from either end, has of 
course the appearance of a sharp-pointed cone. It is 
when balanced upon this ridge—sitting astride of the 
knife-edge on which one can hardly stand without 
giddiness—that one fully appreciates an Alpine preci¬ 
pice. Mr. Justice Wills has admirably described the 
first ascent, and the impression it made upon him, 
in a paper which has become classical for succeeding 
adventurers. Behind you the snow-slope sinks with 
perilous steepness towards the wilderness of glacier 
and rock through which the ascent has lain. But 
in front the ice sinks with even greater steepness 
for a few feet or yards. Then it curves over and 
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disappears, and the next thing that the eye catches 
is the meadowland of Grindehvald, sninc 0,000 feet 
below. I have looked down many precipices, where 
the eye can trace the coiirHc of every ptshblo that 
l)ounds down the awful slopf's, and where, I have 
sluidde.rod as soine dislodged fragment of rock sliowed 
the course which, in case of accichait, fraginents of 
my own body would follow. A precipice is always, 
for obvious rc-asons, fa.r more terrible from above 
than from below’. The creeping, tingling sensation 
which passes through one’s limbs —evt'n when one 
knows oneself to be in perfect safety - testi lies to the 
thrilling infhumce of the sight. Hut I luivo never 
BO realised the terrors of a k'rriHc elilT as when I 
could not see it. The awful gulf which intisrvened 
between me and the green meadows struck the imagi¬ 
nation by its invisibility. It was like, the vitwv which 
may l)o soon from the ridge, of a (aithedral roof, whesro 
the eaves have for their immediato background the 
pavement of the streets below; only this cathedral 
was 9,000 feet high. Now, any one standing at the 
foot of the Wettorhorn may admire their stupendous 
massiveness and stoepnoss; but, to fetd thoir influence 
enter in the very marrow of one’s bones, it is neces¬ 
sary to stand at the summit, and to fancy the one 
little slide down the short ic.e.-Hlopo, to be followed 
apparently by a bound into cltiar air and a fall down 
to the houses, from heights where only the eagle 
ventures to soar. 
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This is one of the Alpine beauties, which, of 
course, is beyond the power of art to imitate, and 
which people are therefore apt to ignore. But it is 
not the only one to be seen on the high summits. It 
is often said that these views are not ‘beautiful* 
—apparently because they won’t go into a picture^ or, 
to put it more fairly, because no picture can in the 
faintest degree imitate them. But without quarrel¬ 
ling about words, I think that, even if ‘ beautiful ’ be 
not the most correct epithet, they have a marvellously 
stimulating effect upon the imagination. Let us look 
round from this wonderful pinnacle in mid air, and 
note one or two of the most striking elements of the 
scenery. 

You are, in the first place, perched on a cliff, 
whose presence is the more felt because it is unseen. 
Then you are in a region over which eternal silence 
is brooding. Not a sound ever comes there, except 
the occasional fall of a splintered fragment of rock, or 
a layer of snow; no stream is heard trickling, and 
the sounds of animal life are left thousands of feet 
below. The most that you can hear is some mys- 
tcuioiis noise made by the wind eddying round the 
gigantic rocks ; sometimes a strange flapping sound, 
as if an unearthly flag was shaking its invisible folds 
in the air. The enormous tract of country over which 
your view extends—most of it dim and almost dis¬ 
solved into air by distance—intensifies the strange 
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influence of the silence. You feel the force of the 
line I have quoted from Wordsworth— 

Tho sleep that is among the lonely hills. 

None of tho travellers whom you can see crawling at 
your feet lias the least conception of what is meant 
by the sihmt solitudes of the High Alps. To you, it 
is like a return to tho stir of active life, when, after 
hours of lonely wandering, you return to hear the 
tinkling of the cow-bells below; to them the same 
sound is tho ultijnato limit of tho habitalde world. 

Whilst your mind is properly toned by those 
influonees, you bocomo conscious of another fact, to 
which tho common variety of tourists is necessarily 
insonsihlo. You begin to find out for the first time 
what the mountains really are. On ouo side, you 
look back upon tho huge reservoirs from winch the 
Oberland glaciers descond. You boo tho vast stores 
from which tho great rivers of Europe are rcplonished, 
tho monstrous crawling masses that are carving the 
mountains into shape, and the gigantic bulwarks that 
separate two groat quarters of tho world. From 
below those wild regions are half invisible; they aro 
masked by tho outer lino of mountains; and it is not 
till you aro able to command thorn from some lofty 
point that you can appreciate tho grandeur of the 
huge barriers, and tho snow that is piled within their 
folds. There is another half of tho view equally 
striking. Looking towards tho north, the whole of 
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Switzerland is couched at your feet; the Jura and 
the Black Forest lie on the far horizon. And then 
you know what is the nature of a really mountainous 
country. From below everything is seen in a kind 
of distorted perspective. The people of the valley 
naturally think that the valley is everything—that 
the country resembles old-fashioned maps, where a 
few sporadic lumps are distributed amongst towns 
and plains. The true proportions reveal themselves 
as you ascend. The valleys, you can now see, are 
nothing but narrow trenches scooped out amidst a 
tossing waste of mountain, just to carry off the 
drainage. The groat ridges run hither’ and thither, 
having it all their own way, wild and untameable 
regions of rock or open grass or forest, at whose 
feet tlio valleys exist on sufferance. Creeping about 
amongst the roots of the hills, you half miss the hills 
themselves; you quite fail to understand the massive¬ 
ness of the mountain chains, and, therefore, the 
wonderful energy of the forces that have heaved the 
surface of the world into these distorted shapes. And 
it is to a half-conscious sense of the powers that must 
have been at work that a great part of the influence 
of mountain scenery is due. Geologists tell us that 
a theory of catastrophes is unphilosophical; but, 
whatever may bo the scientific truth, our minds are 
impressed as though we were witnessing the results 
of some incredible convulsion. At Stonehenge we 
ask wliat human beings could have erected these 
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Bfcrange grey monumenfcH, and in the mountains we 
instinctively ask what force can have carved out 
the Matterhorn, and placed the Wctterliorn on its 
gigantic pedestal. Now, it is not till wo reach Homo 
commanding point that we realise the amazing 
extent of country over which the solid ground has 
been shaking and heaving itself in irri’nistible tumult. 

Something, it is true, of this last effect may he 
seen from such mountains as the Eigi or the Faul- 
horn. There, too, one seems to bo at tin; (centre of a 
vast splicro, the earth bending up in a cup-like form to 
meet the sky, and the blue vault above stretching in 
an arch majostical by its enormous extent. There 
you seem to see a sonsible fraction of the world at 
your foot. But the effect is fa-r less striking when 
other mountains obviously look down upon you; 
when, as it wore, you are looking at the waves of tho 
great ocean of hills merely from tho crest of one of 
tho waves themselves, and not from some lighthouso 
that rises far over their heads; for the Wolterhorn, 
like tho Eiger, Monch, and Jungfrau, owes one groat 
beauty to tho fact that it is on tho edge of tho lower 
country, and stands between tho real giants and tho 
crowd of inferior, though still enormous, ninssos in 
attendance upon them. And, in the next place, your 
mind is far better adapted to receive impressions of 
sublimity when you are alone, in a silent region, 
with a black sky above and giant cliffs all round; 
with a sense still in your mind, if not of actual 
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daiiiger, still of danger that 'would become real with 
the slightest relaxation of caution, and with the world 
divided from you by hours of snow and rock. 

I will go no further, not because I have no more 
to say, but because descriptions of scenery soon 
become wearisome, and because I have, I hope, said 
enough to show that the mountaineer may boast of 
some intellectual pleasures; that he is not a mere 
scrambler, but that he looks for poetical impressions, 
as well as for such small glory as his achievements 
may gain in a very small circle. Something of what 
he gains fortunately sticks by him ; he does not quite 
forget the mountain language; his eye still recognises 
the space and the height and the glory of the lofty 
mountains. Ajid yet there is some pain in wandering 
ghostlike among the scenes of his earlier pleasures. 
B’or my part, I try in vain to hug myself in a sense 
of comfort. I turn over in bed when I hear the 
stamping of heavily nailed shoes along the passage 
of an inn about 2 a.m. I feel the skin of my nose 
complacently when I see others returning with a 
glistening tight aspect about that unluckily prominent 
feature, and know that in a day or two it will be raw 
and blistered and burning. I think, in a comfortable 
inn at night, of the miseries of those who are trying 
to sleep in damp hay, or on hard boards of chalets, at 
once cold and stuffy and haunted by innumerable 
fleas. I congratulate myself on having a whole skin 
and unfractured bones, and on the small danger of 
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over breaking thom over a-u Alpiiu^ pnuupice. But 
yot I secretly know tliat thoso coriHolations ar(3 feeble. 
It is little use to avoid early rising and discomfort, 
and OYcm fleas, if one also loses the pkiaBures to winch 
they W(!re the sauce—ratlier too jnquante a sauce 
occaBioiially, it must be admitted. Tlie philosophy is 
all very well which recommends modia’ate enjoyment, 
regular exercise, and a careful avoidance of risk and 
overexcitement. That is, it is all very wcdl so long 
as risk and exedtement and immod(‘rate (mjoynuuit 
are out of your power; but it does not stand tlio test 
of looking on and Hot’ing tliem just laiyond your 
roach. In time, no doubt, a man may grow calm; 
he may learn to enjoy the plea-Hures and the, oxfiuisile 
hcauticB of the lower n^gions - though they, too, are 
most fully enjoyed when tlu^y liave a contra.Ht with 
beauties of a different, atui ph',a.Hurc‘.s of a keener 
excitement. Wlum first di‘barred, at any rate, cne 
fcKils like a balloon full of gas, and fixed by immov- 
al)le ropes to the prosaic ground. It is pleasant to lie, 
on one's haede in a bed of rhododendrons, and look up 
to a xnountain top peering at one from ahovcj a hank 
of cloud ; hut it is pkiasantoBt when one has (pialified 
oneself for repose liy climbing the peak the day 
before and bcicoming familiar with its terrors and its 
beauties. In time, doubtless, one may get reconciled 
to anything; one may settle down to be a calcn’pillar, 
even after one has known the pleasures of l>eing a 
butterfly; one may become philosopbical, and have 
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one's clothes let out; and even in time, perhaps— 
though it is almost too terrible to contemplate—be 
content with a mule or a carriage, or that lowest 
depth to which human beings can sink, and for which 
the English language happily affords no name, a 
chaise a porteurs: and even in such degradation the 
memory of better times may be pleasant; for I doubt 
much whether it is truth the poet sings— 

That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier things. 

Certainly, to a philosophical mind, the sentiment is 
doubtful. For my part, the fate which has cut me 
off, if I may use the expression, in the flower of my 
youth, and doomed me to he a non-climhing animal 
in future, is one which ought to exclude grumbling. 
I cannot indicate it more plainly, for I might so 
make even the grumbling in which I have already 
indulged look like a sin. I can only say that there 
are some very delightful things in which it is possible 
to discover an infinitesimal drop of bitterness, and 
that the mountaineer who undertakes to cut himself 
off from his favourite pastime, even for reasons which 
he will admit in his wildest moods to be more than 
amply sufficient, must expect at times to feel certain 
pangs of regret, however quickly they may be 
smothered. 
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